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PREFACE. 



It is hoped that this little book may prove ac- 
ceptable to those who in preceding years have 
been unable to find a collection of poems suitable 
for Christmas, the New Year, and Easter. 

The Editor owes acknowledgment, with thanks, 
to Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Houghton, Mifflin, 
and Company, E. P. Button and Company, and 
Charles Scribner*s Sons, for permission to print 
copyrighted poems, and is also much indebted to 
those authors who have so kindly allowed the use 
of their poems, with words of encouragement and 
advice. 

K. B. R. 
Brookline, Sept. 19, 1884. 
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For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given : and 
the government shall be upon his shoulder : and his name 
shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, The mighty God, 
The everlasting Father, The Prince of Peace. 



THE THREE FESTIVALS. 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE. 

SOME say that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
The bird of dawning singeth all night long. 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome : then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, — 
So hallowed and so gracious is the time. 

Shakspbarb. 



ON CHRISTMAS. 

WITH footstep slow, in furry pall yclad. 
His brows enwreathed with holly never sere, 
Old Christmas comes, to close the wan^d year, 
And aye the shepherd's heart to make right glad ; 
Who, when his teeming flocks are homeward had, 
To blazing hearth repairs, and nut-brown beer ; 
And views, well pleased, the ruddy prattlers dear 
Hug the gray mongrel ; meanwhile, maid and lad 



THE THREE FESTIVALS, 

Squabble for roasted crabs. Thee, sire, we hail, 
Whether thine aged limbs thou dost enshroud 
In vest of snowy white and hoary veil, 
Or wrapp'st thy visage in a sable cloud ! 
Thee we proclaim with mirth and cheer, nor fail 
To greet thee well with many a carol loud. 

Bampfylde. 



T) EGINNE from first, where He'encradled was 
^-^ In simple cratch, wrapt in a Wad of Hay 
Betweene the toylfuU Oxe and humble Asse, 
And in what Rags, and in how base Aray, 
The Glory of our heavenly Riches lay. 
When Him the silly Shepherds came to see, 
Whom greatest Princes sought on lowest Knee 1 

Edmund Spenser. 



THE SHEPHERDS. 

OH than the fairest day, thrice fairer night ! 
Night to best days, in which a*un doth rise 
Of which that Golden eye which clears the skies 
Is but a sparkling ray, a shadow light ! 
And blessM ye, in silly pastors' sight, 
Wild creatures in whose warm crib now lies 
That heaven-sent youngling, holy maid-born wight, 
'Midst, end, beginning of our prophecies ! 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE. S 

Blest cottage that hath flowers ia winter spread ! 
Though withered, — blessed grass, that hath the grace 
To deck and be a carpet to that place ! 
Thus sang unto the sounds of oaten reed. 
Before the Babe, the shepherds bowed on knees ; 
And springs ran nectar, honey dropped from trees. 

Drummond. 



THE ANGELS. 

RUN, shepherds, run where Bethlehem blest ap- 
pears. 
We bring the best of news ; be not dismayed : 
A Saviour there is born more old than years, 
Amidst heaven's rolling height this earth who stayed. 
In a poor cottage inned, a virgin maid 
A weakling did Him bear, who all upbears ; 
There is He poorly swaddled, in manger laid, 
To whom too narrow swaddlings are our spheres : 
Run, shepherds, run, and solemnize His birth. 
This is that night — no, day, grown great with bliss. 
In which the power of Satan broken is ; 
In heaven be glory, peace unto the earth ! 
Thus singing, through the air the angels swarm. 
And cope of stars re-echoed the same. 

Drummond. 
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ON THE MORNING OF CHRIST'S 

NATIVITY. 

'"T^HIS is the month, and this the happy morn, 

A Wherein the Son of Heaven's eternal King, 
Of wedded Maid and Virgin Mother born, 
Our great redemption from above did bring ; 
For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That He our deadly forfeit should release, 
And with His Father work us a perpetual peace. 



That glorious form, that light unsuflTerable, 
And that far-beaming blaze of majesty 
Wherewith He wont at heaven's high council table 
To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 
He laid aside ; and, here with us to be, 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day. 
And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay. 



Say, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 
Aflford a present to the Infant God ? 
Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain, 
To welcome Him to this His new abode, — 
Now while the heaven, by the sun's team untrod. 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE. 7 

Hath took no print of the approaching light. 
And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons 
bright ? 

See how from far upon the eastern road 
The star -led wizards haste with odors sweet ! 
Oh, run, prevent them with thy humble ode, 
And lay it lowly at His blessed feet ! 
Have thou the honor first thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the Angel choir, 
From out His secret altar touched with hallowed fire. 



THE HYMN. 

It was the winter wild. 
While the Heaven-bom child, 

All meanly wrapt, in the rude manger lies ; 
Nature, in awe to Him, 
Had dofFt her gaudy trim, 

With her great Master so to sympathize. 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeches fair 
She woos the gentle air, 

To hide her guilty front with innocent snow ; 
And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw ; 
Confounded, that her Maker's eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 
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But He, her fears to cease, 
Sent down the meek-eyed Peace ; 

She, crowned with olive green, came softly sliding 
Down through the turning sphere 
His ready harbinger, 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing ; 
And waving wide her myrtle wand, 
She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 



Nor war, or battle's sound, 
Was heard the world around ; 

The idle spear and shield were high up hung ; 
The hookM chariot stood 
Unstained with hostile blood ; 

The trumpet spake not to the arm^d throng ; 
And kings sat still with awful eye, 
As if they surely knew their sovereign Lord was by. 



But peaceful was the night. 
Wherein the Prince of Light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began : 
The winds, with wonder whist, 
Smoothly the waters kist, 

' Whispering new joys to the mild ocean, 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave. 
While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed 
wave. 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE. 

The stars with deep amaze 
Stand fixed in steadfast gaze, 

Bending one way their precious influence, 
And will not take their flight. 
For all the morning light, 

Or Lucifer tliat often warned them thence ; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go. 



And though the shady gloom 
Had given day her room, 

The sun himself withheld his wonted speed, 
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferior flame 

The new enlightened world no more should need ; 
He saw a greater Sun appear 

Than his bright throne or burning axletree could 
bear. 



The shepherds on the lawn, 
Or e'er the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row ; 
Full little thought they then 
That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below ; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 
Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 
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When such music sweet 
Their hearts and ears did greet, 

As never was by mortal finger strook, 
Divinely warbled voice, 
Answering the stringM noise, 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took : 
The air, such pleasure loath to lose, 
With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly 
close. 



Nature, that heard such sound, 
Beneath the hollow roimd 

Of Cynthia's seat, the airy region thrilling, 
Now was almost won 
To think her part was done, 

And that her reign had here its last fulfilling ; 
She knew such harmony alone 
Could hold all heaven and earth in happier union. 



At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of circular light, 

That with long beams the shame-faced night ar- 
rayed ; 
The helmM Cherubim, 
And sworded Seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed. 
Harping in loud and solemn choir, 
With unexpressive notes, to Heaven's new-born Heir. 
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Such music (as 't is said) 
Before was never made, 

* Biit when of old the sons of morning sung, 
While the Creator great 
His constellations set, 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 
And cast the dark foundations deep, 
And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres. 
Once bless our human ears, 

If ye have power to touch our senses so ; 
And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time ; 

And let the bass of heaven*s deep organ blow > 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

For if such holy song 
Inwrap our fancy long. 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold, 
And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die ; 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 
And Hell itself will pass away, 
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 
Will down return to men, 

Orbed in & rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 
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Mercy will sit between, 
Throned in celestial sheen, 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering. 
And Heaven, as at some festival, 
Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall. 

But wisest Fate says, no, 
This must not yet be so; 

The Babe yet lies in smiling infancy, 
That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss, 

So both Himself and us to glorify ; 
Yet first to those ychained in sleep, 
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the 
deep, 

With such a horrid clang 
As on Mount Sinai rang, 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbrake : 
The aged earth, aghast 
With terror of that blast, 

Shall from the surface to the centre shake ; 
When at the world's last session, 
The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread His 
throne. 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins : for, from this happy day, 
The old Dragon underground, 
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In straiter limits bound. 

Not lialf so far casts liis usurpM sway, 
And, wroth to see his kingdom fail, 
Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

The oracles are dumb : 
No voice or hideous hum 

Runs through the archM roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine, 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance, or breathM spell, 
Inspires the pale- eyed priest from the prophetic cell. 

The lonely mountains o'er, 
And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament ; 
From haunted spring, and dale 
EdgM with poplar pale. 

The parting genius is with sighing sent ; 
With flower- in woven tresses torn, 
The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets 
mourn. 

In consecrated earth. 
And on the holy hearth, 

The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint ; 
In urns and altars round, 
A drear and dying sound 

Affrights the Flamens at their service quaint ; 



14 THE THREE FESTIVALS, 

And the chill marble seems to sweat, 

While each peculiar Power foregoes his wonted seat. 

Peor and Baalim 
Forsake their temples dim, 

With that twice-battered God of Palestine ; 
And moonM Ashtaroth, 
Heaven's queen and mother both, 

Now sits not girt with tapers' holy shine ; 
The Lybic Hammon shrinks his horn, 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz 
mourn. 

And sullen Moloch, fled. 
Hath left in shadows dread 

His burning idol all of blackest hue ; 
In vain with cymbals' ring 
They call the grisly king 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue ; 
The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 
I sis and Oriis, and the dog Anubis, haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 

In Memphian grove or green, 

Trampling the unshowered grass with lowings loud J 
Nor can he be at rest 
Within his Sacfed Chest; 

Naught but profoundest hell can be his sliroud ; 
In vain with timbrelled anthems dark 
The sable-stolid sorcerers bear his worshipped ark. 
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He feels from Judah's land 
The dreaded Infant's hand, 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn ; 
Nor all the gods beside 
Longer dare abide, — 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine : 
Our Babe, to show his Godhead true, 
Can in his swaddling bands control the damnM crew. 

So when the sun in bed, 
Curtained with cloudy red, 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 
The flocking shadows pale 
Troop to the infernal jail, 

Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave, 
And the yellow-skirted fays 

Fly after the night steeds, leaving their moon-loved 
maze. 

But see, the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest. 

Time is our tedious song should here have ending ; 
Heaven's youngest-teemed star 
Hath fixed her polished car, 

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending ; 
And all about the courtly stable 
Bright-harnessed angels sit in order serviceable. 

John Milton, 
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EXTRACT FROM THE ''MESSIAH." 

I^HE Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold- 
Hear Him, ye deaf; and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films shall purge the visual ray, 
And on the sightless eyeball pour the day ; 
*T is He the obstructed paths of sound shall clear, 
And bid new music charm the unfolding ear ; 
The dumb shall sing ; the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
No si;;h, no murmur, the wide world shall hear ; 
From every face He wipes off every tear. 
In adamantine chains shall Death be bound. 
And Heirs grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air. 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs, 
By day o'ersees them, and by night protects ; 
The tender lambs he raises in- his arms, 
Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms : 
Thus shall mankind His guardian care engage, — 
The promised Father of the future age. 
No more shall nation against nation rise. 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes ; 
Nor fields with gleaming steel be covered o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend. 
And the broad falchion in a ploughshare end. 
Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son 
Shall finish what his short-lived sire begun ; 
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Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 

And the same hand that sowed shall reap the field. 

The swain in barren deserts with surprise 

Sees lilies spring and sudden verdure rise ; 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds, to hear 

New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods; 

Waste sandy valleys, once perplex'd with thorn. 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn ; 

To leafless shrubs the flowering palms succeed, 

And od'rous myrtle to the noisome weed ; 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead ; 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake ; 

Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey. 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 

Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thine eyes ! 

See a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons and daughters, yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on every side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! 

See barbVous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings, 

And heaped with products of Sabasan springs ! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow, 

2 
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And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
See heaven its sparkling portals wide display, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the rising sun. shall gild the mom, 
Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 
But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 
O'erflow thy courts ; the Light Himself shall shine 
Revealed, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away; 
But fixed His word, His saving power remains ; 
.Thy realm forever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns ! 

Alexander Popb. 



THE WISE MEN COMING TO WORSHIP 

JESUS. 



A 



COMET dangling in the air 
Presaged the ruin both of death and sin ; 



And told the wise men of a King, 

The King of glory, and the Sun 

Of righteousness, who then begun 

To draw towards that blessed hemisphere. 

They from the furthest east this new 

And unknown light pursue. 

Till they appear 
In this blest infant King's propitious eye. 
And pay their homage to his royalty. 
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Persia might then the rising sun adore ; 
It was idolatry no more. 
Great God ! they gave to Thee 

Myrrh, frankincense, and gold ; 
But, Lord, with what shall we 
Present ourselves before thy Majesty, 

Whom Thou redeemest when we were sold ? 
We 've nothing^ but ourselves, and scarce that neither; 
Vile dirt and clay ; 
Yet it is soft, and may 
Impression take. 

Accept it, Lord, and say, this Thou hadst rather; 
Stamp it, and on this sordid metal make 
Thy holy image, and it shall outshine 
The beauty of the golden mine. Amen. 

Jeremy Taylor. 



NEW PRINCE, NEW POMP.. 

BEHOLD a silly, tender Babe, 
In freezing winter night. 
In homely manger trembling lies ; • 
Alas ! a piteous sight. 



The inns are full ; no man will yield 
" This little Pilgrim bed; 
But forced he is with silly beasts 
In crib to shroud his head. 
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Despise him not for lying there ; 

First what he is inquire ; 
An Orient pearl is often found 

In depth of dirty mire. 



Weigh not his crib, his wooden dish, 
Nor beasts that by him feed ; 

Weigh not his mother's poor attire, 
Nor Joseph's simple weed. 



This stable is a Prince's court, 
The crib his chair of state ; 

The beasts are parcel of his pomp, 
The wooden dish his plate. 



The persons in that poor attire 

His royal liveries wear; 
The Prince himself is come from heaven ; 

This pomp is praisM there. 



With joy approach, O Christian wight ! 

Do homage to thy King ; 
And highly praise thus humble pomp, 

Which he from heaven doth bring. 

SOUTHWBU.. 
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THE BURNING BABE. 

AS I in hoary winter's night 
Stood shivering in the snow, 
Surprised I was by sudden heat 
Which made my heart to glow ; 

And lifting up a fearful eye 

To view what fire was near, 
A pretty babe, all burning bright, 

Did in the air appear ; 

Who, scorched with excessive heat, 

Such floods of tears did shed, 
As though his floods should quench his Barnes, 

Which with his tears were bred; 

'* Alas ! " quoth he, " but newly born, 

In fiery heats I fry, 
Yet none approach to warm their hearts, 

Or feel the fire, but I. 

" My fauhless breast the furnace is ; 

The fuel, wounding thorns ; 
Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke, 

The ashes, shames and scorns. 

** The fuel justice layeth on, 

And mercy blows the coals ; 
The metal in this furnace wrought 

Are men's defilM souls, — 
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" For which, as now on fire I am, 

To work them to their good, 
So will I melt into a bath, 

To wash them in my blood." 

With this he vanished out of sight, 

And swiftly shrunk away ; 

And straight I callM unto mind 

That it was Christmas day. 

Southwell. 



HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY. 

"lyyrYSTERIOUS truth! that the self-same should 

A Lamb, a Shepherd, and a Lion too ! 

Yet such was He 
Whom first the shepherds knew. 
When they themselves became 
Sheep to the Shepherd Lamb. 
Shepherd of men and angels. Lamb of God, 
Lion of Judah, by these titles keep 
The wolf from Thy endangered sheep. 
Bring all the world unto Thy fold ; 
Let Jews and Gentiles hither come 
In numbers great that can't be told. 
And call Thy lambs, that wander, home. 
Glory be to God on high, 
All glories be to the glorious Deity. 

Jbrbmy Taylor. 
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AS JOSEPH WAS A-WALKING. 

AS Joseph was a- walking, 
He heard an anp^el sing : 
" This night shall be the birthnight 

Of Christ the Heav'nly King; 
His birth-bed shall be neither 

In housen nor in hall, 
Nor in the place of Paradise, 
But in the oxen's stall.'* 
As Joseph was a-walking, ' 
Thus did the angel sing ; 
And Mary's Son at midnight 
Was born to be our King ! 



" He neither shall be rockM 

In silver or in gold, 
But in the wooden manger 
That lieth on the mould ; 
He neither shall be clothM 

In purple or in pall. 
But in the fair white linen 
That usen babies all." 
As Joseph was a-walking. 

Thus did the angel sing; 
And Mary's Son at midnight 
Was born to be our King ! 
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" He neither shall be washen 

With white wine nor with red, 
But with the fair spring water 
That on you shall be shed. 
Then be you glad, good people. 

At this time of the year, 
And light you up your candles, 
For His star shineth near." 
As Joseph was a- walking, 

Thus did the angel sing ; 
And Mary's Son at midnight 
Was born to be our King! 

Old Christmas Carol 



A CRADLE-HYMN. 

HUSH, my dear, lie still and slumber ! 
Holy angels guard thy bed ! 
Heavenly blessings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment, 
House and home, thy friends provide, — 

All without thy care or payment ; 
All thy wants are well supplied. 

How much better thou 'rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be, 

When from heaven He descended, 
And became a child like thee ! 
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Soft and easy is thy cradle ; 

Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay, 
When His birthplace was a stable, 

And His softest bed was hay. 

BlessM Babe ! what glorious features, 

Spotless, fair, divinely bright ! 
Must He dwell with brutal creatures ? 

How could angels bear the sight ? 



See the lovely Babe a-dressing; 

Lovely Infant, how he smiled ! 
When He wept, the mother's blessing 

Soothed and hushed the Holy Child. 

Lo, He slumbers in a manger, 
Where the hornM oxen feed ; 

Peace, my darling, here 's no danger, 
Here 's no ox anear thy bed. 



Mayst thou live to know and fear Him, 

Trust and love Him all thy days ; 
Then go dwell forever near Him, 

See His face and sing His praise ! 

I could give thee thousand kisses, 

Hoping what I most desire ; 
Not a mother's fondest wishes 

Can to greater joys aspire. 

Isaac Watts, 
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THE ANNUNCIATION OF THE BLESSED 

VIRGIN MARY. 

OTHOU who deign'st to sympathize 
With all our frail and fleshly ties, 
Maker, yet Brother dear, 
Forgive the too presumptuous thought, 
If, calming wayward grief, I sought 
To gaze on Thee too near ! 

Yet sure 'twas not presumption. Lord, 
'T was Thine own comfortable word 

That made the lesson known : 
Of all the dearest bonds we prove, 
Thou countest sons' and mothers' love 

Most sacred, most Thine own. 

When, wandering here a little span, 
Thou took'st on Thee to rescue man. 

Thou hadst no earthly fire ; 
That wedded love we prize so dear. 
As if our heaven and home were here, 

It lit in Thee no fire. 

On no sweet sister's faithful breast 
Wouldst Thou Thine aching forehead rest, 

On no kind brother lean ; 
But who, O perfect filial heart, 
E'er did like Thee a true son's part, 

Endearing, firm, serene .•* 
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Thou wept'st, meek maiden, mother mild, 
Thou wept'st upon thy sinless Child, 

Thy very heart was riven ; 
And yet what mourning matron here 
Would deem thy sorrows bought too dear 

By all on this side heaven ? 

A Son that never did amiss, 

That never shamed His mother's kiss, 

Nor crossed her fondest prayer: 
Even from the tree He deigned to bow 
For her His agonized brow, 

Her, His sole earthly care. 

Ave Maria! BlessM Maid! 
Lily of Eden's fragrant shade. 

Who can express the love 
That nurtured thee so pure and sweet, 
Making thy heart a shelter meet 

For Jesus' holy Dove ? 

Ave Maria ! Mother blest, 

To whom, caressing and caressed, 

Clings the Eternal Child ; 
Favored beyond archangels* dream, 
When first on thee with tenderest gleam 

Thy new-bom Saviour smiled, — 

Ave Maria! thou whose name 
All but adoring love may claim. 
Yet may we reach thy shrine ; 
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For He, thy Son and Saviour, vows 
To crown all lowly lofty brows 
With love and joy like thine. 

John Keblb. 



A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY. 

SUNG BY THE SHEPHERDS. 
CHORUS. 

COME, we shepherds, who have seen 
Day's king deposed by night's queen ; 
Come, lift we up our lofty song, 
To wake the sun, that sleeps too long. 

He, in this our general joy. 
Slept, and dreamt of no such thing, 

While we found out the fair-eyed Boy, 
And kissed the cradle of our King ; 

Tell him he rises now too late. 

To show us aught worth looking at. 

Tell him we now can show him more 
Than he e'er showed to mortal sight, 

Than he himself e'er saw before. 

Which to be seen needs not his light ; 

Tell him, Tityrus, where th' hast been, 

Tell him, Thyrsis, what th'. hast seen. 
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TITYRUS. 

Gloomy night embraced the place 

Where the noble Infant lay ; 
-The Babe looked up, and showed His face, — 

In spite of darkness it was day. 
It was Thy day, sweet, and did rise, 
Not from the east, but from Thy eyes. 

THYRSIS. 

Winter chid the world, and sent 
The angry North to wage his wars ; 

The North forgot his fierce intent, 
And left perfumes instead of scars ; 

By those sweet eyes' persuasive powers, 

Where he meant frosts, he scattered flowers. 

BOTH. 

We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Bright Dawn of our eternal day ; 
We saw Thine eyes break from the east, 

And chase the trembling shades away ; 
We saw Thee, — and we blest the sight, — 
We saw Thee by Thine own sweet light. 

TITYRUS. 

I saw the curled drops, soft and slow. 
Come hovering o'er the placets head, 

Off'ring their whitest sheets of snow, 
To furnish the fair Infant's bed. 

" Forbear," said I, " be not too bold ; 

Your fleece is white, but 't is too cold." 
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THYRSIS. 

I saw the officious angels bring 

The down that their soft breasts did strow, 
For well they now can spare their wings, 

When Heaven itself lies here below. 
" Fair youth," said I, "be not too rough ; 
Your down, though soft, 's not soft enough. 

TITYRUS. 

The Babe no sooner 'gan to seek 

Where to lay His lovely head, 
But straight His eyes advis'd His cheek 

'Twixt mother's breasts to go to bed. 
" Sweet choice," said I, " no way but so, 
Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow." 

ALL. 

Welcome to our wond'ring sight 

Eternity shut in a span ! 
Summer in winter ! day in night ! 

CHORUS. 

Heaven in earth ! and God in man ! 
Great Little One, whose glorious birth 
Lifts earth to heaven, stoops heaven to earth. 

Welcome, — though not to those gay flies 
Gilded i' th' beams of earthly kings, 

Slippery souls in smiling eyes. 

But to poor shepherds, simple things, 
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That use no varnish, no oiled arts, 
But lift clean hands full of clear hearts. 

To Thee, meek Majesty, soft King 
Of simple graces and sweet loves. 

Each of us his lamb will bring, 
Each his pair of silver doves. 

At last, in fire of Thy fair eyes, 

We '11 burn our own best sacrifice. 

Richard Crashaw. 



HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY. 

SEE, amid the winter's snow, 
Born for us on earth below. 
See, the tender Lamb appears, 
Promised from eternal years. 
Hail, thou ever-blessed morn ! 
Hail, Redemption's happy dawn ! 
Sing, through all Jerusalem, 
*' Christ is born in Bethlehem." 

Lo, within a manger lies 

He who built the starry skies; 

He who, throned in height sublime, 

Sits amid the Cherubim ! 

Say, ye holy shepherds, say. 
What your joyful news to-day ; 
Wherefore have you left your sheep 
On the lonely mountain steep ? 
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" As we watched at dead of night, 
Lo, we saw a wondrous light ; 
Angels singing peace on earth, 
Told us of the Saviour's birth." 

Sacred Infant, all Divine, 
What a tender love was Thine ; 
Thus to come from highest bhss 
Down to such a world as this ! 

Teach, oh, teach us, Holy Child, 
By Thy Face, so meek and mild, 
Teach us to resemble Thee, 
In Thy sweet humility ! 



EXCELLENCY OF CHRIST. 

HE is a path if any be misled ; 
He is a robe if any naked be ; 
If any chance to hunger. He is bread; 
If any be a bondsman. He is free ; 
If any be but weak, how strong is He ! 
To dead men life, He is to sick men health ; 
To blind men sight, and to the needy wealth ; 
A pleasure without loss, a treasure without stealth. 

Giles Fi^tchsr. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

THE shepherds sing, and shall I silent be? 
My God, no hymn for Thee ? 
My sours a shepherd too ; a flock it feeds, 

Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The pasture is Thy Word ; the streams, Thy Grace, 

Enriching all the place. 
Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers 

Out-sing the daylight hours. 

Georgb Herbbkt. 



CHRIST, — PASTOR ANIMARUM. 

COME, wandering sheep, oh, come ! 
I '11 bind thee to my breast ; 
I '11 bear thee to thy home, 
And lay thee down to rest. 



I saw thee stray forlorn, 
And heard thee faintly cry, 

And on the tree of scorn 
For thee I deigned to die. 

What greater proof could I 

Give, than to seek the tomb ? 
Come, wandering sheep, oh, come ! 

3 
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I shield thee from alarms, 
And wilt thou not be blest ? 

1 bear thee in my arms ; 

Thou, bear me in thy breast ! 

Oh, this is love, — come, rest; 

This is a blissful doom. 
Come, wandering sheep, oh, come ! 

Front the Spanish. 



FROM CHRISTMAS ANTIPHONES. 

THOU whose birth on earth 
Angels sang to men, 
While the stars made mirth. 
Saviour, at Thy birth, 
This day born again ; 

As this night was bright 

"With Thy cradle-ray, 
Very Light of light. 
Turn the wild world's night 

To Thy perfect day. 



Light above all love 

By Thy love was lit, 
And brought down the dove. 
Feathered from above, 
With the wings of it. 
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From the heiojht of night 

Was not Thine the star 
That led forth with might, 
By no worldly light, 

Wise men from afar ? 



Yet the wise men*s eyes 

Saw Thee not more clear 
Than they saw Thee rise, 
Who, in shepherd's guise. 
Drew as poor men near. 

Yet Thy poor endure. 
And are with us yet ; 

Be Thy name a sure 

Refuge for Thy poor. 
Whom men's eyes forget. 

Thou whose ways we praise, 
Clear alike and dark, 

Keep our works and ways 

This and all our days 
Safe inside Thine ark. 

Who shall keep Thy sheep. 

Lord, and lose not one ? 
Who, save One, shall keep. 
Lest the shepherds sleep, — 
Who beside the Son ? 



SwiNBURNB. 



36 THE THREE FESTIVALS, 

From the grave-deep wave, 

From the sword and flame, 
Thou, even Thou, shalt save 
Souls of king and slave 
Only by Thy Name. 



Bid our peace increase, 

Thou that madest morn ; 
Bid oppressions cease, 
Bid the night be peace. 

Bid the day be born. 

FROM " CHRISTMAS-EVE." 

SO He said, and so it befalls. 
God, who registers the cup 
Of mere cold water, for His sake 

To a disciple rendered up. 
Disdains not His own thirst to slake 
At the poorest love was ever offered : 
And because it was my heart I proffered, 
With true love trembling at the brim, 
He suffers me to follow Him 
Forever, my own way, — dispensed 
From seeking to be influenced 
By all the less immediate ways 

That earth, in worships manifold. 
Adopts to reach, by prayer and praise. 

The garment's hem, which, lo, I hold ! 

Robert Browning. 
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TO THE VIRGIN. 

OHOLY Mother ! had no angel's voice 
Proclaimed the Christ should nestle in thine 
arms, 
Had no glad tidings bid thy heart rejoice, 
Wouldst thou have seen aught but an infant's 
charms ? 

Would the small dimpled hand have told to thee 
That it possessed for men a healing power ? 

That it should make the blind new beauty see, 
From the blue heavens to the small blushing flower? 

In the low, childish voice wouldst thou have heard 
Token of Him who should command the sea ; 

Who should recall the spirit by a word. 

In the same earthly home once more to be ? 

Or would the Saviour have been held by thee 
As now full many a babe unconscious lies, 

Plaything for wealth, burden for poverty, 
An unknown angel in an earthly guise ? 

Methinks the Saviour was to thee revealed, 
That thou shouldst grieve Him not in infancy ; 

Proud that thine arms the Holy Child might shield, 
The opening promise of earth's brighter day ! 

LvDiA L. A. Very. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS. 

O LOVELY voices of the sky, 
Which hymned the Saviour's birth, 
Are ye not singing still on high, 
Ye that sang, " Peace on earth " ? 
To us yet speak the strains 

Wherewith, in times gone by, 
Ye blessed the Syrian swains, 
O voices of the sky I 

O clear and shining light, whose beams 

That hour heaven's glory shed 
Around the palms, and o'er the streams, 
And on the shepherd's head, — 
Be near, through life and death, 

As in that holiest night 
Of hope, and joy, and faith — 
O clear and shining light ! 

O star which led to Him whose love 
Brought down man's ransom free, 
Where art thou ? — 'midst the host above. 
May we still gaze on thee ? 
In heaven thou art not set, 

Thy rays earth may not dim ; 
Send them to guide us yet, 
O star which led to Him ! 

Mrs. Hemans. 
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A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

HAIL, Progeny divine ! 
Hail, Virgin's wondrous Son, 
Who, for that humble shrine, 
Didst quit the Almighty's throne I 
The infant Lord 
Our voices sing, 
And be the King 
Of grace adored. 



Ye princes, disappear. 

And boast your crowns no more ; 

Lay down your sceptres here, 

And in the dust adore : 

Where Jesus dwells, 
The manger bare 
In lustre far 
Your pomp excels. 



With Bethlehem's shepherds mild 
The angels bow their head, 
And round the sacred Child 
Their guardian wings they spread ; 
They knew that where 
Their Sovereign lies 
In low disguise, 
Heaven's court is there. 
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Thither, my soul, repair, 
And earthly homage pay 
To tJiy Redeemer fair, 
As on His natal day : 
I kiss Thy feet. 
And, Lord, would be 
A child like Thee, 
Whom thus I greet. 



Doddridge. 



THE NATIVITY. 

WHEN Jordan hushed his waters still, 
And silence slept on Zion*s hill ; 
When Bethlehem's shepherds, through the night. 
Watched o'er their flocks by starry light, — 

Hark ! from the midnight hills around, 
A voice, of more than mortal sound, 
In distant hallelujahs stole. 
Wild murmuring o'er the raptured soul. 

Then swift to every startled eye 
New streams of glory light the sky ; 
Heaven bursts her azure gates to pour 
Her spirits to the midnight hour. 

On wheels of light, on wings of flame, 
The glorious hosts of Zion came ; 
High heaven with songs of triumph rung. 
While thus they struck their harps and sung : 
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Oh, Zion, lift thy raptured eye ; 
The long-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of nature rise again ; 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

" See, Mercy, from her golden urn. 
Pours a rich stream to them that mourn ; 
Behold, she binds, with tender care. 
The bleeding bosom of despair. 

" He comes to cheer the trembling heart, 
Bids Satan and his host depart ; 
Again the day-star gilds the gloom, 
Again the bowers of Eden bloom ! 

" Oh, Zion, lift thy raptured eye, 
The long-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of nature rise again, 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign." 

Campbell. 



THE INFANT JESUS. 

BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
. Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining, 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall, . 

Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining. 
Chosen of God, the Redeemer of all. 
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Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odors of £dom and offerings divine ? 

Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 

Vainly with gifts would His favors secure : 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration, 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Hebkr 

THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 

THE race that long in darkness pined 
Have seen a glorious light ; 
The people dwell in day, who dwelt 
In death's surrounding night. 

To hail Thy rise, Thou better Sun, 

The gathering nations come. 
Joyous as when the reapers bear 

The harvest treasures home. 

To us a Child of Hope is born ; 

To us a Son is given ; 
Him shall the tribes of earth obey, — 

Him, all the hosts of heaven. 

His name shall be the Prince of Peace, 
Whose rule shall stretch abroad ; 

The Wonderful, the Counsellor, 
The great and mighty Lord. 
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His power increasing still shall spread ; 

His reign no end shall know ; 
Justice shall guard his throne above, 

And peace abound below. 

Christian Psalmist, 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

"1^7 HEN, marshalled on the nightly plain, 
^ ^ The glittering host bestud the sky. 
One star alone, of all the train. 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 

Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks, 
From every host, from every gem ; 

But one alone the Saviour speaks, 
It is the Star of Bethlehem. 

Once on the raging seas I rode, 

The storm was loud, the night was dark ; 

The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed 
The wind that tossed my foundering bark. 

Deep horror then my vitals froze. 

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 

When suddenly a star arose, — 
It was the Star of Bethlehem. 

It was my guide, my light, my all ; 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
And through the storm and danger's thrall 

It led me to the port of peace. 
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Now safely moored, my perils o'er, 
I '11 sing, first in night's diadem, 

Forever and f orevermore, 
The Star, — the Star of Bethlehem ! 

Henry Kirkb Whitb. 

A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

CALM was the hallowed night ! 
Valley and mountain height 
Slumbered in shade. 
Roofed by heaven's azure fair, 
Making their flocks their care, 
Shepherds, in open air. 
Tranquilly stayed. 

Suddenly round them shone, 
Dazzling to look upon, 

Splendors of light ; 
Then drew an angel near, 
And, to allay their fear, 
Poured on their ravished ear 

Words of delight! 

Ne'er since the world began. 
Music so sweet to man 

Sounded abroad ; 
On that auspicious morn, 
Changing our state forlorn, 
Christ as a babe was born, 

Jesus the Lord ! 
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Well might the tidings told 
Waken your harps of gold, 

Chorus unseen ! 
Sweet rang your minstrelsy, 
♦* Glory to God on high ! " 
" Peace on earth," amnesty, ' 

" Good- will towards men ! " 

Well might the shepherds haste, 
Ere yet the night was past, 

That thing to see ; 
Where light the meteor shed, 
Well might the Magi tread, 
Joyful, the path that led. 

Saviour, to thee 1 

Charlottb Elliott. 



CHRISTMAS. 

CHRIST'S Birthday ! soft come floating down 
The manger songs from bygone years ; 
Till earth's white robe new glory wears, 
And brightly in her shining crown 
Each lonely star a guide appears, — 

A guide where many an infant lies, 

Born unto poverty like Him ; 
Where Plenty's face has never smiled, — 
Beneath the light of fading eyes, 

Where life's pale lamp is flickering, dim. 
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The manger songs ! Oh, sweet the lays 
Each mother's loving lips have sung, 

'Neath cottage roof and palace dome ! 

Like warbling birds in spring's first days, 
Back to the aged heart they come. 

And softly on the listening ear 

Do angel voices carol still, 
" Peace on the earth, good-will to men," 

As on the wild Judean hills ; 
And waiting spirits breathe, ** Amen." 

Our Birthday ! if we wake to life, 

The life that ever moveth on, 
That knows no change of time or death. 
But, like a calm stream 'mid earth's strife, 

Mirrors the heaven it looks upon. 

Lydia L. a. Verv. 



PEACE ON EARTH. 

IT came upon the midnight clear, 
That glorious song of old. 
From angels bending near the earth 

To touch their harps of gold : 
" Peace on the earth, good- will to men, 

From heaven's all-gracious King ! " 
The world in solemn stillness lay. 
To hear the angels sing. 



\ 
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Still through the cloven skies they come, 

With peaceful wings unfurled ; 
And still their heavenly music floats 

O'er all the weary world. 
Above its sad and lowly plains 

They bend on hovering wing; 
And ever o'er its Babel sounds 

The blessed angels sing. 

Yet with the woes of sin and strife 

The world has suffered long ; 
Beneath the angels' strain have rolled 

Two thousand years of wrong ; 
And man, at war with man, hears not 

The love-song which they bring : 
Oh, hush the noise, ye men of strife, 

And hear the angels sing ! 

And ye, beneath life's crushing load. 

Whose forms are bending low, 
Who toil along the climbing way 

With painful steps and slow, — 
Look, now ! for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing ; 
Oh, rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing ! 

For lo ! the days are hastening on. 

By prophet-bards foretold, 
When with the ever-circling years. 

Comes round the age of gold ; 
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When peace shall over all the earth 

Its ancient splendors fling, 
And the whole world send back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 



E. H. Sbars. 



THE NATIVITY. 

CALM on the listening ear of night 
Come heaven's melodious strains. 
Where wild Judea stretches far 
Her silver-mantled plains. 

Celestial choirs, from courts above, 

Shed sacred glories there ; 
And angels, with their sparkling lyres, 

Make music on the air. 

The answering hills of Palestine 

Send back the glad reply, 
And greet, from all their holy heights, 

The day spring from on high. 

0*er the blue depths of Galilee 

There comes a holier calm. 
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise, 

Her silent groves of palm. 

" Glory to God," the sounding skies 
Loud with their anthems ring; 

** Peace to the earth, ^ood-will to men, 
From heaven's Eternal King ! " 
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Light on thy hills, Jerusalem ! 

The Saviour now is born ; 
And bright, on Bethlehem's joyous plains, 

Breaks the first Christmas morn. 

£. H. Sbaks. 



CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

' np WAS in the East, the mystic East, 
A Where Time his race began, 

Where new-born Nature spread the feast 
For new-created man, 



The tree of life was planted first, 

So Holy Scriptures tell, 
Before the earth with sin was cursed, 

And man from Eden fell. 



That tree untasted passed away. 

And sin and sorrow grew, 
And tarried long the wished-for day 

To waiting Israel due ; 

Till from the land where Jordan old 

Still washes Judah's shore, 
When God's own hand the page unrolled, 

Of Judah's sacred lore, 

4 
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Sprung, to requite that early loss, 
From David's royal root, 

Another Tree, whose stem the cross. 
And Christendom its fruit. 



Blest be the Tree of Life Divine ! 

The Hand that gave it, blest ! 
Lord, through the earth extend its line, 

And give the nations rest ! 

In us implant its sacred seed, 
And with Thy grace bedew, 

And let it, ripening into deed. 
For aye itself renew. 



F. H. Hedge. 



A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

IT was the calm and silent night 1 
Seven hundred years and fifty-three 
Had Rome been growing up to might. 

And now was queen of land and sea. 
No sound was heard of clashing wars ; 

Peace brooded o'er the hushed domain ; 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, and Mars 

Held undisturbed their ancient reign. 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago. 
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* T was in the calm and silent night ! 

The senator of haughty Rome, 
Impatient, urged his chariot's flight, 

From lordly revel rolling home ! 
Triumphal arches, gleaming, swell 

His breast with thoughts of boundless sway ; 
What recked the Roman what befell 

A paltry province far away. 
In the solemn midnight, 
Centuries ago ? 

Within that province far away 

Went plodding home a weary boor; 
A streak of light before him lay, 

Fallen through a half-shut stable door 
Across his path. He passed, for naught 

Told what was going on wnthin ; 
How keen the stars ! his only thought, — 

The air how calm and cold and thin. 
In the solemn midnight, 
Centuries ago ! 

Oh, strange indifference ! low and high 

Drowsed over common joys and cares ; 
The earth was still, and knew not why 

The world was listening, unawares ! 
How calm a moment may precede 

One that shall thrill the world forever ! 
To that still moment, none would heed, 

Man's doom was linked no more to sever, 
In the solemn midnight, 
Centuries ago ! 
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It is the calm and solemn night ! 

A thousand bells ring out, and throw 
Their joyous peals abroad, and smite 

The darkness, charmed and holy now ! 
The night that erst no name had worn, 

To it a happy name is given ; 
For in that stable lay, new-born, 

The peaceful Prince of earth and heaven, 
In the solemn midnight, 



Centuries ago ! 



Alfred Domett. 



CHRISTMAS BELLS. 

LIKE charms to lull the dying year, 
The Christmas bells are pealing ; 
And hark ! once more from yonder sky 

The angels* song is stealing. 
For eighteen hundred years and more 

That strain of peace and glory 
Has come to glad the hearts of men. 
To tell the Blessed Story ! 

Alas ! that sounds of strife and hate 

Should well-nigh drown the chorus ; 
That earth, which God made very good, 

Lies stained with blood before us ! 
That man through all the Christian years 

Has wronged and slain his brother. 
As if the Incarnate had not come 

To bid us love each other ! 
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Alas ! that want is in our midst, 

And leaves its cruel traces 
In wasted hands that may not work, 

In crowds of haggard faces ; 
That festal days are days of dearth, 

That homes are filled with sadness, 
Which once, in better times gone by, 

Were bright with Christmas gladness ! 

Hunger and cold, how hard to bear ! 

The empty grate, how dreary ! 
And still the bells are pealing on, 

Nor grow the angels weary ; 
And Hunger asks, with sinking heart, 

" What means this high thanksgiving, — 
This tale of peace, good-will to men, — 

This struggle for a living ? " 

Oh, by the-Babe of Bethlehem, 

What answer are we making ? 
Brothers are dying at our doors, 

And stricken hearts are breaking ; 
Thrice blest the deeds this Christmas-tide 

Which, selfish love expelling. 
Shall make that home a "house of bread," 

Where famine now is dwelling! 

Sing on, sweet angels, though your song 
Floats tiown to scenes of sorrow ; 

Ye tell of peace, good-will to men, — 
Be this the strain we borrow : 
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The Christ whom ye proclaim is here, ^ 

And shall we naught afford Him ? 
Yea, rather in His starving poor, 

Be love we owe restored Him. 

W. Chatterton Dix. \ 

CHRISTMAS BELLS. 

CHRISTMAS bells! Christmas bells 1 
Sounding from the long ago, — 
How the music rises, swells, 
Brings a glow on winter's snow ; 
Christmas bells. 

Christmas morn ! Christmas morn ! 

Every morn its blessing brings ; 
And to mortals sad, forlorn, 

Hope uprises heavenward, sings, 
Christmas morn. 

Every morn we are born, — 

Born unto a glorious day ! 
Born to good and born to God. 

Let us rise from earth and sod, — 
Rise alway. 

Christ was born ! Christ was born ! 

May He not be born again. 
In the hearts of waiting men, 

On this day and on tliis morn. 
Now as then ? 
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Christmas bells ! Christmas bells ! 

Sounding from the long ago, — 
How the music rises, swells, 

Brings a glow on winter's snow ; 
Christmas bells. 

Lydia L. a. Very. 



CHRISTMAS VESPER-HYMN. 

DEPART awhile, each thought of care, 
Be earthly things forgotten all ; 
And speak, my soul, thy vesper prayer. 

Obedient to that sacred call. 
For hark ! the pealing chorus swells ; 

Devotion chants the hymn of praise, 
And now of joy and hope it tells, 
Till fainting on the ear, it says, 
Gloria tibi Domine 
Domine^ Domine, 



Thine, wondrous Babe of Galilee ! 

Fond theme of David's harp and song, — 
Thine are the notes of minstrelsy ; 

To thee its ransomed chords belong. 
And hark ! again the chorus swells, 

The song is wafted on the breeze. 
And to the listening earth it tells, 

In accents soft and sweet as these, — 
Gloria tibi Domine, 
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My heart doth feel that still He 's near, 

To meet the soul in hours like this ; 
Else, why, oh, why, that falling tear, 

When all is peace and love and bliss ? 
But hark ! that pealing chorus swells 

Anew its thrilling vesper strain, 
And still of joy and hope it tells, 

And bids creation sing again, 
Gloria tibi Domine, 

J. HUGHBS. 



"COME HITHER, YE FAITHFUL." 

COME hither, ye faithful, 
Triumphantly sing ! 
Come, see in the manger 
The angels' dread King ! 
To Bethlehem hasten 
With joyful accord ! 
Oh, come ye, come hither 
To worship the Lord ! 

True Son of the Father, 

He comes from the skies ; 
To be born of a Virgin 
He doth not despise. 
To Bethlehem hasten 
With joyful accord ! 
Oh, come ye, come hither 
To worship the Lord ! 
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Hark, hark to the angels, 
All singing in heaven, 
"To God in the highest 
All glory be given ! " 
To Bethlehem hasten 
With joyful accord ! 
Oh, come ye, come hither 
To worship the Lord ! 



To Thee, then, O Jesu, 

This day of Thy birth, 
Be glory and honor 
Through heaven and earth ; 
True Godhead incarnate I 

Omnipotent Word ! 
Oh, come, let us hasten 
To worship the Lord ! 

£. Caswsll. {TraHslation) 



CHRISTMAS EVE. 

THE thickly woven boughs they wreathe 
Through every hallowed fane, 
A soft, reviving odor breathe 
Of summer's gentle reign ; 
And rich the ray of mild green light 

Which, like an emerald's glow, 
Comes struggling through the latticed height 
Upon the crowds below. 
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Oh, let the streams of solemn thought 
Which in those temples rise, 

From deeper sources spring than aught 
Dependent on the skies. 

Then, though the summer's pride departs, 
And winter's withering chill 

Rests on the cheerless woods, our hearts 



Shall be unchanging still. 



William Croswbi.l. 



THE CHRISTMAS OFFERING. 

WE come not with a costly store, 
O Lord, like them of old. 
The masters of the starry lore. 
From Ophir's shore of gold ; 
No weepings of the incense tree 

Are with the gifts we bring ; 
No odorous myrrh of Araby 
Blends with our offering. 

But still our love would bring its best, — 

A spirit keenly tried 
By fierce affliction's fiery test. 

And seven times purified : 
The fragrant graces of the mind. 

The virtues that delight 
To give their perfume out, will find 

Acceptance in Thy sight. 

William Croswell. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

THIS happy day, whose risen sun 
Shall set not through eternity, 
This holy day, when Christ, the Lord, 
Took on Him our humanity. 

For little children everywhere 

A joyous season still we make ; 
We bring our precious gifts to them, 

Even for the dear child Jesus' sake. 

The glory from the manger shed. 

Wherein the lowly Saviour lay, 
Shines as a halo round the head 

Of every human child to-day. 

And each unconscious infant sleeps. 

Intrusted to His guardian care ; 
Hears His dear name in cradle-hymns, 

And lisps it in its earliest prayer. 

And by our loving words or deeds 
Make this a hallowed time to them ; 

Though we ourselves be found unmeet, 
For sin, to touch Thy garment's hem ; 

Wilt Thou not, for Thy wondrous grace, 

And for Thy tender charity, 
Accept the good we do to these. 

As we had done it unto Thee ? 
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And for the precious little ones, 

Here from their native heaven astray, 

Strong in their very helplessness. 
To lead us in the better way ; 

If we shall make Thy natal day 

A season of delight to these, 
A season always crowded full 

Of sweet and pleasant memories ; 

Wilt Thou not grant us to forget 
Awhile our weight of care and pain, 

And in their joys, bring back the joy 
Of early innocence again ? 

Thou blessed Babe of Bethlehem, 
Whose life we love, whose name we laud ; 

Thou Brother, through whose poverty, 
We have become the heirs of God ; 

Thou sorrowful though tempted Man, — 
Tempted in all things like as we. 

Treading with tender, human feet 
The sharp, rough way of Calvary ; 

We do remember how, by Thee, 

The sick were healed, the halting led ; 

How Thou didst take the little ones 
And pour Thy blessings on their head. 
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We know for what unworthy men 

Thou once didst deign to toil and live ; 

What weak and sinful women Thou 
Didst love, and pity, and forgive. 



And, Lord, if to the sick and poor 
We go with generous hearts to-day, 

Or in forbidden places seek 
For such as wander from the way ; 

O holy Child, about whose bed 

The Virgin mother softly trod ; 
Dead once, yet living evermore, 

O Son of Mary and of God ! 

If any act that we can do. 

If any thought of ours is right, 
If any prayer we lift to thee 

May find acceptance in thy sight, 

Hear us, and give to us, to-day, 

In answer to our earnest cries, 
Some portion of that sacred love 

That drew Thee to us from the skies ! 

Phcebb Gary. 
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CAROL FOR CHRISTMAS EVE. 

THE sun sets brightly in the sea, 
Foreknowing what his morn shall be, 
And dreams throughout the dawning night 
Of rising on the Source of Light 

Bom with creation, he must wane 
When Eden is revealed again ; 
Now is his manhood's lusty prime 
The noon and triumphing of Time. 

The day has ended mild and calm. 
The sea-wind scarcely sways the palm ; 
The olive-trees beneath the hill 
Sleep in its folding, hushed and still. 

Above, the towers of Bethlehem 
Fade in the night that falls on them. 
Yet hold in guard the rocky steep. 
Which Rehoboam bade them keep. 

They overlook the lengthening vale 
That stretches to the Dead Sea pale, 
And far beyond, to Eastern plains. 
Where Ammon now no longer reigns. 

O city small, 'mid Judah's host, 
Now growing to her crown and boast, 
How high at morn thy head shall be, — 
For Earth shall bow to hallow thee ! 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE, t^ 

The land of God, His people's home, 
Is captive to imperial Rome ; 
Necks that were proud of David's sway 
Have stooped to Caesar's, and obey. 

The tribes, that did together meet 
To serve their God with joyful feet, 
Are ordered home at Caesar's word, 
And taxM by a foreign lord. 

Joseph, a man in lowly life, 
With Mary his espousM wife. 
Had travelled far to Bethlehem, — 
A branch was he of David's stem. 



No place for such of small degree 
Could in that crowded city be ; 
And even at the lonely inn 
No room could they, no welcome, win. 

So where the cattle rest at night 
(Oh, happy they to see such sight !), 
Poor in all else but love and grace. 
The Virgin had her dwelling-place. 

She sits beside the porch of stone; 
With golden blue the evening shone ; 
The timid stars come, one by one. 
Incredulous that day was done. 



64 THE THREE FESTIVALS. 

Well Mary knew their forms on high, 
And loved their gentle company, 
When Joseph led the nightly way 
From Nazareth, and shunned the day. 

While Mary watches by the door, 
Behold ! a star unknown before 
Mounts slowly up the western sky ; 
And then she knows her hour is nigh. 

Like John the Baptist\s early word, 
Which rose before, and with, his Lord, 
That star, which goes before His face, 
Doth preach His beauty, light, and grace. 

The Virgin lifts her hands above. 
Her eyes are tears, her heart is love ; 
She sees the joy she could believe. 
And prays the prayer of Christmas Eve. 

Robert Herrick. 



AN ODE ON THE BIRTH OF OUR 

SAVIOUR. 

IN numbers, and but these few, 
I sing Thy birth, O Jesu ! 
Thou pretty Baby born here, 
With superabundant scorn here ; 
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Who for thy princely port here 

Hadst for Thy place 

Of birth a base 
Out-stable for Thy court here. 

Instead of neat enclosures 
Of interwoven osiers ; 
Instead of fragrant posies 
Of daffodils and roses ; 
Thy cradle, Kingly Stranger, 

As Gospel tells, 

Was nothing else 
But, here, a homely manger. 

The Jews they did disdain Thee, 
But we will entertain Thee 
With glories to await here 
Upon Thy princely state here. 
And more for love than pity, 

From year to year 

We '11 make Thee, here, 
A Free-born of our city. 

Robert Herrick. 



A HYMN ON THE NATIVITY OF MY 

SAVIOUR. 



I 



SING the birth was born to-night, 
The Author both of life and light ; 
The angels so did sound it. 

S 
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And like the ravished shepherds said, 
Who saw the h'ght and were afraid, 

Yet searched, and true they found it. 

The Son of God, the eternal King, 
That did us all salvation bring, 

And freed the soul from danger ; 
He whom the whole world could not take. 
The Word, which heaven and earth did make, 

Was now laid in a manger. 

The Father's wisdom willed it so, 
The Son's obedience knew no No, 

Both wills were in one stature : 
And as that wisdom had decreed, 
The Word was now made flesh indeed, 

And took on Him our nature. 

What comfort by Him do we win, 
Who made Himself the price of sin. 

To make us heirs of glory ! 
To see this Babe all innocence, 
A Martyr born in our defence, — 

Can man forget this story ? 

Ben Jonson. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

CHORUS. 

HAT sweeter music can we bring 



Than a carol, for to sing 
The birth of this our Heavenly King ? 
Awake the voice ! awake the string ! 
Heart, ear, and eye, and everything. 
Awake ! the while the active finger 
Runs division with the singer. 

I. 

Dark and dull night, fly hence away. 
And give the honor to this day, 
That sees December turned to May. 

II. 

If we may ask the reason, say 

The why and wherefore all things here 

Seem like the spring-time of the year.** 

III. 

Why does the chilling winter's morn 
Smile like a field beset with corn ? 
Or smell like to a mead new shorn. 
Thus on the sudden ? 
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IV. 

Come and see 
The cause why things thus fragrant be : 
'T is He is born, whose quickening birth 
Gives life and lustre, public mirth, 
To heaven and the under earth. 

CHORUS. 

We see Him come, and know Him ours, 
Who with His sunshine and His showers 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 

I. 

The Darling of the world is come, 
And fit it is we find a room 
To welcome Him. 

II. 

The nobler part 
Of all the house here is the heart, 

CHORUS. 

Which we will give Him ; and bequeath 
This holly and this ivy wreath. 
To do Him honor, who's our King, 
And Lord of all this revelling. 

Robert Hbrrick. 
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THE STAR SONG. 

TELL us, thou clear and heavenly tongue, 
Where is the Babe but lately sprung ? 
Lies He the lily-banks among? 

Or say, if this new Birth of ours 
Sleeps, laid within some ark of flowers. 
Spangled with dew-light : thou canst clear 
All doubts, and manifest the where. 

Declare to us, bright star, if we shall seek 
Him in the morning's blushing cheek. 
Or search the beds of spices through. 
To find Him out ? 

Star. No, this ye need not do ; 
But only come and see Him rest, 
A princely Babe, in 's mother's breast. 

Robert Hekrick. 



w 



CHRISTMAS DAY. 

HAT sudden blaze of song 
Spreads o'er the expanse of heaven ? 



In waves of light it thrills along. 



The angelic signal given. 
" Glory to God ! " from yonder central fire 
Flows out the echoing lay beyond the starry choir. 
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Like circles widening round 

Upon a clear blue river, 
Orb after orb, the wondrous sound 
Is echoed on forever : 
" Glory to God on high, on earth be peace, 
And love towards men of love, — salvation and release." 



Yet stay before thou dare 

To join that festal throng ; 
Listen and mark what gentle air 
First stirred the tide of song ; 
'T is not, " The Saviour born in David's home, 
To whom for power and health obedient worlds should 
come." 



'T is not, *^ The Christ the Lord ; " — 

With fixed, adoring look 
The choir of angels caught the word. 
Nor yet their silence broke ; 
But when they heard the sign where Christ should be, 
In sudden light they shone, and heavenly harmony. 

Wrapped in His swaddling bands, 

And in His manger laid, 
The hope and glory of all lands 
Is come to the world's aid. 
No peaceful home upon His cradle smiled ; 
Guests rudely went and came, where slept the royal 
Child. 
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But where Thou dwellest, Lord, 
No other thought should be ; 
Once duly welcomed and adored, 
How should 1 part with Thee ? 
Bethlehem must lose Thee soon, but Thou wilt grace 
The single heart to be Thy sure abiding place. 



The pastoral spirits first 

Approach Thee, Babe divine, 
For they in lowly thoughts are nursed, 
Meet for Thy lowly shrine ; 
Sooner than they should miss where Thou dost 

dwell, 
Angels from heaven will stoop to guide them to Thy 
cell. 



Still, as the day comes round 

For Thee to be revealed, 
By wakeful shepherds Thou art found, 
Abiding in the field. 
All through the wintry heaven and chill night air. 
In music and in light Thou dawnest on their prayer. 

Oh, faint not ye for fear ; 

What though your wandering sheep. 
Reckless of what they see and hear, 
Lie lost in wilful sleep ? 
High Heaven in mercy to your sad annoy 
Still greets you with glad tidings of immortal joy. 
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, Think on the eternal home 
The Saviour left for you ; 
Think on the Lord most holv, come 
To dwell with hearts untrue. 
So shall ye tread untired His pastoral ways, 
And in the darkness sing your carol of high praise. 

John Kbblb. 

CHRISTMAS DAY. 

THOUGH rude winds usher thee, sweet day, 
Though clouds thy face deform. 
Though nature's grace is swept away 

Before thy sleety storm ; 
E'en in thy sombrest wintry vest, 
Of blessed days thou art most blest. 

Nor frigid air nor gloomy morn 

Shall check our jubilee ; 
Bright is the day when Christ was born, 

No sun need shine but He ; 
Let roughest storms their coldest blow, 
With love of Him our hearts shall glow. 

Inspired with high and holy thought, 

Fancy is on the wing ; 
It seems as to mine ear it brought 

Those voices carollinoj. 
Voices through heaven and earth that ran, 
" Glory to God, good-will to man ! '* 
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I see the shepherds gazing wild 

At those fair spirits of light ; 
I see them bending o'er the Child 

With that untold delight 
Which marks the face of those who view 
Things but too happy to be true. 

Through Him, Lord, we are born anew, 

Thy children once again. 
Oh, day by day our hearts renew, 

That Thine we may remain ; 
And, angel-like, may all agree, 
One sweet and holy family. 

Oft as this joyous morn doth come, 

To speak our Saviour's love. 
Oh, may it bear our spirits home 

Where He now reigns above ; 
That day which brought Him from the skies 
So man restores to Paradise. 

Then let winds usher thee, sweet day, 

Let clouds thy face deform, 
Though nature's grace is swept away 

Before thy sleety storm ; 
E'en in thy sombrest wintry vest, 
Of blessed days thou art most blest. 

Samuel Rickards. 



74 THE THREE FESTIVALS. 



THE NATIVITY, OR CHRISTMAS DAY. 

UNFOLD thy face, unmask thy ray, 
Shine forth, bright sun, double the day. 
Let no malignant misty fume, 
Nor foggy vapor, once presume 
To interpose thy perfect sight. 
This day, which makes us love thy light 
Forever better that we could 
That blessM object once behold, 
Which is both the circumference 
And centre of all excellence; 
Or, rather, neither, but a treasure 
UnconfinM without measure, 
Whose centre and circumference, 
Including all pre-eminence. 
Excluding nothing but defect, 
And infinite in each respect. 
Is equally both here, and there. 
And now, and then, and everywhere, 
And always, one, Himself, the same, 
A being far above a name. 
Draw nearer, then, and freely pour 
Forth all thy light into that hour 
Which was crownM with His birth, 
And made heaven envy earth. 
Let not His birthday clouded be, 
By whom thou shinest, and we see. 

Christopher Harvev. 
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"GOD REST YOU MERRY, GENTLEMEN." 

GOD rest you merry, gentlemen, 
Let nothing you dismay, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 

Was born upon this day, 
To save us all from Satan's power 
When we were gone astray. 
Oh, tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born 
on Christmas day. 



In Bethlehem in Jewry 
This blessed Babe was born. 

And laid within a manger 
Upon this blessed morn ; 

The which His mother Mary 
Nothing did take in scorn. 
Oh, tidings, etc. 

From God our Heavenly Father 

A blessed angel came, 
And unto certain shepherds 

Brought tidings of the same, 
How that in Bethlehem was born 

The Son of God by name. 
Oh, tidings, etc. 
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** Fear not," then said the angel ; 

" Let nothing you affright ; 
This day is born a Saviour, 

Of virtue, power, and might ; 
So frequently to vanquish all 

The friends of Satan quite." 
Oh, tidings, etc. 

The shepherds at those tidings 
RejoicM much in mind. 

And left their flocks a-feeding 
In tempest, storm, and wind. 

And went to Bethlehem straightway. 
This blessed Babe to find. 
Oh, tidings, etc. 

But when to Bethlehem they came, 
Whereat this Infant lay, 

They found Him in a manger, 
Where oxen feed on hay ; 

His mother Mary, kneeling. 
Unto the Lord did pray. 
Oh, tidings, etc. 

Now to the Lord sing praises, 
All you within this place, 

And with true love and brotherhood 
Each other now embrace ; 

This holy tide of Christmas 
All others doth efface. 
Oh, tidings, etc. 
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"I SAW THREE SHIPS." 

I SAW three ships come sailing in, 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 
I saw three ships come sailing in, 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

And what was in those ships all three, 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ? 

And what was in those ships all three, 
On Christmas day in the morning ? 

Our Saviour Christ and His lady, 

On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 
Our Saviour Christ and His lady, 
' On Christmas day in the morning. 

Pray whither sailed those ships all three. 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ? 

Pray whither sailed those ships all three, 
On Christmas day in the morning ? 

Oh, they sailed into Bethlehem, 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

Oh, they sailed into Bethlehem, 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

And all the bells on earth shall ring. 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day; 

And all the bells on earth shall ring, 
On Christmas day in the morning. 
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And all the angels in heaven shall sing, 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

And all the angels in heaven shall sing, 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

And all the souls on earth shall sing, 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

And all the souls on earth shall sing. 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

Then let us all rejoice amain. 

On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

Then let us all rejoice amain, 

On Christmas day in the morning. 



"GOD BLESS THE MASTER OF THIS 

HOUSE." 

GOD bless the master of this house ; 
The mistress also ; 
And all the little children, 
That round the table go ; 

And all your kin and kinsfolk, 

That dwell both far and near ; 
I wish you a merry Christmas, 

And a happy New Year. 
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THE WORCESTERSHIRE CAROL. 

HOW grand and how bright 
That wonderful night, ^ . 
When angels to Bethlehem came ! 
They burst forth like fires, 
They struck their gold lyres, 
And mingled their sound with the flame. 

The shepherds were amazed, 

The pretty lambs gazed, 
At darkness thus turned into light. 

No voice was there heard, 

From man, beast, or bird, 
So sudden and solemn the sight. 

And then, when the sound 

Re-echoed around. 
The hills and the dales all awoke, 

The moon and the stars 

Stopped their fiery cars. 
And listened while Gabriel spoke. 

" I bring you," said he, 

" From the glorious tree, 
A message both gladsome and good ; 

The Saviour is come 

To the world as His home. 
But He lies in a manger of wood." 
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At mention of this, 

The source of all bliss, 
The angels sang loudly and long ; 

They soared to the sky, 

Beyond mortal eye, 
But left us the words of their song : 

«* All glory to God, 

Who laid by His rod, 
To smile on the world through His Son ; 

And peace be on earth, 

For this wonderful birth 
Most wonderful conquests has won. 

" And good-will to man, 

Though his life 's but a span, 
And his soul all sinful and vile." 

Then pray, Christians, pray, 

And let Christmas day 
Have a tear as well as a smile. 



FOR CHRISTMAS DAY IN THE MORNING. 

THE first N06I, the angel did say. 
Was to three poor shepherds in the fields as 
they lay, 
In the fields where they lay, keeping their sheep. 
In a cold winter's night that was so deep. 
Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel, 
Born is the King of Israel. 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE, 8 1 

They looked up and saw a star 
Shining in the east beyond them far, 
And to the earth it gave great light, 
And so continued both day and night. 
Noel, etc. 

And by the light of that same star 
Three Wise Men came from land afar ; 
To seek for a King was their intent, 
And to follow the star wherever it went. 
Noel, etc. 

This star drew nigh to the northwest ; 
O'er Bethlehem it took its rest, 
And there it did both stop and stay, 
Right over the place where Jesus lay. 
Noel, etc. 

Then did they know assuredly 
Within that house the King did lie : 
One entered in there for to see, 
But found the Babe in poverty. 
Noel, etc. 

Then entered all the Wise Men three 
Most reverently upon their knee, 
And offered there, in his presence, 
Both gold, and myrrh, and frankincense. 
Noel, etc. 
6 
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NOEL NOUVEAU. 

C£l£BRONS la naissance 
Xostri Salvat^ris^ 
Qui fait la complaisance 

Dii sui Patris ; 
Get En fan tout aimable. 

In nocU m€did^ 
YjsX ne dans une Stable 

De casta Maria. 
Cette heureuse nouvelle 

Olim Pasiorihus 
Par un Ange fidelie 

F'uii nunciatus^ 
Leur disant, laissez paitre 

In agro viridi 
Venez voir notre Maitre 

Filiumque Dei. 
A cette voix cdleste 

Omnes hi pastores^ 
D'un air doux et modeste, 

Et multum gaudentesy 
Incontinent march6rent 

Relicto pecore ; 
Tous ensemble arriv^rent 

In Dethlem yudce. 
Le premier qu'ils trouv^rent 

Intrantes stabnlum 
Fut Joseph ce bon p^re, 

Scnio confectuin^ 
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Qui d'ardeur nonpareille, 

// obviam illis^ 
Les revolt, les accueille 

Expansis brachiis, 
II fait k tous caresse, 

Et in prcesepio 
Fait voir plein d'al^gresse 

Matrem cumfilio; 
Ces bergers s'dtonn^rent 

Intitentes eum^ 
Que les Anges r^v^rent 

Pannis involutum, 
Lorsqu*ils se prostern^rent 

Cum reverentid^ 
Et tous ils ador^rent 

Pietate summd 
Ce Sauveur tout aimable 

Qui homo f actus est, 
Et qui dans une Stable 

Nasci dignatus est^ 
D'un coeur humble et sincere, 

Suis muneribus^ 
Donn^rent k la m^re 

Etfilio ejus 
Des marques de tendresse, 

Atque kis peractis. 
Font voir leur aldgresse 

Hynmis et canticis; 
Mille esprits ang^liques 

Juncti pastoribus 



84 THE THREE FESTIVALS. 

Chantent dans leur musique 

Puer vobis natus : 
Au Dieu par qui nous sommes, 

Gloria in excelsis, 
£t la paix soit aux hommes 

BoncB voluntatis / 
Jamais pareilles fetes 

Judicio omnium^ 
Meme jusques aux b^tes 

Testantur gaudium^ 
Enfin cette naissance 

Cunctis creaturis 
Donne rejouissance, 

Et replet gaudiis 
Qu'on ne soit insensible, 

Adeamus omnes^ 
Ce Dieu rendu passible 

Propter nos mortales^ 
Et tous de compagnie 

Exoramus eum, 
Qu'k la fin de la vie 

Det regnurn bcatitm. 



CAROL FOR THE POOR. 

BE merry all, be merry all ; 
With holly dress the festive hall ; 
Prepare the song, the feast, the ball, 
To welcome merry Christmas. 
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And oh, remember, gentles gay, 
To you who bask in fortune's ray 
The year is all a holiday, — 
The poor have only Christmas ! 

When you, with velvets mantled o'er, 
Defy December's tempest's roar, 
Oh, spare one garment from your store. 
To clothe the poor at Christmas ! 

When you the costly banquet deal 
To guests who never famine feel, 
Oh, spare one morsel from your meal, 
To feed the poor at Christmas ! 

When generous wine your care controls. 
And gives new joy to happiest souls. 
Oh, spare one goblet from your bowls, 
To cheer the poor at Christmas ! 

So shall each note of mirth appear 
More sweet to Heaven than praise or prayer ; 
And angels, in their carols there. 
Shall bless the poor at Christmas. 
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"LAST NIGHT, AS I LAY SLEEPING." 

LAST night, as I lay sleeping, 
When all my prayers were said, 
With my guardian angel keeping 

His watch above my head, 
I heard his sweet voice carolling. 

Full softly on my ear, 
A song for Christian boys to sing, 
For Christian men to hear : 



" Thy body be at rest, dear boy, 

Thy soul be free from sin ; 
I '11 shield thee from the world's annoy. 

And breathe pure words within. I 

The holy Christmas-tide is nigh. 

The season of Christ's birth ; 
Glory be to God on high, 

And peace to men on earth. 



" Myself and all the heavenly host 

Were keeping watch of old, 
And saw the shepherds at their posts. 

And all the sheep in fold. 
Then told we, with a joyful cry, 

The tidings of Christ's birth ; 
Glory be to God on high, 

And peace to men on earth. 
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** He bowed to all His Father's will, 

And meek He was and lowly ; 
And year by year His thoughts were still 

Most innocent and holy. 
He did not come to strive or cry, 

But ever, from His birth, 
Gave glory unto God on high, 

And peace to men on earth. 



" Like Him be true, like Him be pure, 

Like Him be full of love ; 
Seek not thine own, and so secure 

Thine own that is above. 
And still, when Christmas-tide draws nigh, 

Sing thou of Jesus' birth ; 
Glory be to God on high. 

And peace to men on earth." 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

WAS not Christ our Saviour 
Sent to us from God above, 
Not for our good behavior. 

But only of His mercy and love ? 
If this be true, as true it is, 

Truly indeed 
Great thanks to God to yield for this 
Then had we need. 
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This did our God, for very troth, 

To train to Him the soul of man, 
And justly to perform His oath, 

To Sarah and to Abraham 
That through his seed all nations should 

Most blessed be ; 
As in due time, perform He would, 
As now we see. 

Which wondrously is brought to pass, 

And in our sight already done, 
By sending, as His promise was, 
To comfort us. His only Son, 
Even Christ, I mean, that Virgin's Child, 

In Bethlehem born, 
That Lamb of God, that Prophet mild, 
With crownM thorn. 

Such was His love to save us all 

From dangers of the curse of God, 
That we stood in by Adam's fall. 
And by our own deservM rod. 
That through His blood and holy name 

Whoso believes. 
And flies from sin, and abhors the same, 
Free mercy He gives. 

For these glad news this feast doth bring, 
To God, the Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Let man give thanks, rejoice and sing, 
From world to world, from coast to coast ; 
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For all good gifts, so many ways, 

That God doth send, 
Let us in Christ give God the praise, 

Till life shall end. 

At Christmas be merry, and thankful withal, 
And feast thy poor neighbors, the great with the small ; 
Yea, all the year long to the poor let us give, 
God's blessing to follow us whiles we do live. 

Thomas Titsses. 



AN OLD ENGLISH CAROL. 

WHAT Child is this, who, laid to rest, 
On Mary's lap is sleeping ? 
Whom angels greet with anthems sweet, 
While shepherds watch are keeping ? 
This, this is Christ the King, 
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing; 
Haste, haste to join His praise, 
The Babe, the Son of Mary. 

To bring Him incense, gold and myrrh, 

Come, peasant, King to own Him ; 
The King of kings salvation brings ; 
Let loving hearts enthrone Him. 
Raise, raise the song on high, 
The Virgin sings her lullaby : 
Joy, joy, for Christ is born, 
The Babe, the Son of Mary. 
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Why lies He in such mean estate, 
Where ox and ass are feeding ? 
Good Christian, fear ; for sinners, here, 
The silent Word is pleading. 
Raise, raise the song on high. 
The Virgin sings her lullaby ; 
Joy, joy, for Christ is born, 
The Babe, the Son of Mary. 



CHRISTMAS EVE. 

FROM heaven above to earth 1 come, 
To bear good news to every home ; 
Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
Whereof I now will say and sing: 

To you this night is born a Child 
Of Mary, chosen Mother mild ; 
This little Child, of lowly birth, 
Shall be the joy of all your earth. 

'T is Christ our God, who far on high 
Hath heard your sad and bitter cry ; 
Himself will your salvation be, 
Himself from sin will make you free. 

He brings those blessings, long ago 
Prepared by God for all below ; 
Henceforth His kingdom open stands 
To you, as to the angel bands. 
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These are the tokens you shall mark. 
The swaddling clothes and manger dark ; 
There shall ye find the young Child laid, 
By whom the heavens and earth were made. 

Now let us all with gladsome cheer 
Follow the shepherds, and draw near, 
To see this wondrous gift of God, 
Who hath His only Son bestowed. 

Give heed, my heart, lift up thine eyes ; 
Who is it in yon manger lies ? 
Who is this Child so young and fair ? 
The blessed Christ-child lieth there. 

Welcome to earth, Thou noble guest, 
Through whom e'en wicked men are blest ! 
Thou com'st to share our misery ; 
What can we render, Lord, to Thee ? 

Ah, Lord, who hast created all, 
How hast Thou made Thee weak and small ; 
That Thou must choose Thy infant bed 
Where ass and ox but lately fed ! 

Were earth a thousand times as fair, 
Beset with gold and jewels rare. 
She yet were far too poor to be 
A narrow cradle, Lord, for Thee. 
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For velvets soft and silken stuff 
Thou hast but hay, and straw so rough, 
Whereon Thou, King, so rich and great, 
As 't were Thy heaven, art throned in state. 

Thus hath it pleased Thee to make plain 
The truth to us poor fools and vain, 
That this world's honor, wealth, and might 
Are nought and worthless in Thy sight. 

Ah, dearest Jesus, holy Child, 
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled, 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber kept for Thee. 

My heart for very joy doth leap ; 
My lips no more can silence keep ; 
I too must sing with joyful tongue 
That sweetest ancient cradle-song, — 

Glory to God in highest heaven. 
Who unto man His Son hath given ! 
While angels sing with pious mirth 
A glad new year to all the earth. 

Written by Martin Luther yi?r Am son Hans, 
Translated by Miss Winkworth. 
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AN ODE. 



HARK ! the herald angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-born King, 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinner reconciled." 
Hark ! the herald angels sing, 
"Glory to the new-born King." 

Joyful, all ye nations, rise. 
Join the triumph of the skies ; 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
"Christ is born in Bethlehem." 

Hark I the herald angels sing. 

*• Glory to the new-born King." 

Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 

Hark ! the herald angels sing, 

" Glory to the new-born King." 

Mild He lays His glory by, 
Born that man no more may die, 
Born to raise the sons of earth. 
Born to give them second birth. 

Hark ! the herald angels sing, 

*' Glory to the new-born King." 

Charles Wesley. 
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"IN EXCELSIS GLORIA." 



WHEN Christ was born of Mary free, 
In Bethlehem, in that fair citie. 
And angels sang with mirth and glee. 
In Excehis Gloria I 



Herdsmen beheld these angels bright, 
To them appearing with great light, 
Who said, " God's Son is born this night ;" 
In Excelsis Gloria / 

This King is come to save mankind. 
As in Scripture truths we find, 
Therefore this song have we in mind, 
In Excelsis Gloria / 

Then, dear Lord, for Thy great grace. 
Grant us the bliss to see Thy face, 
That we may sing to Thy solace, 
/// Excelsis Gloria / 

Carol from the Harleian Matnucripts. 



THE BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

WHILE shepherds watched their flocks by night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down. 
And glory shone around. 
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" Fear not," said he, — for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled raind, — 

" Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind. 



"To you, in David's town, this day, 

Is born, of David's line, 
A Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 

And this shall be the sign : 

" The Heavenly Babe you there shall find 

To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands, 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God ; and thus 

Arose their joyful song : 

"All glory be to God on high. 

And to the earth be peace ; 
Good-will henceforth from Heaven to men 

Begin, and never cease ! " 

Patrick. 
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"SHOUT THE GLAD TIDINGS!" 

SHOUT the glad tidings, exultingly sing; 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King ! 

Sion, the marvellous story be tellinof, 

The Son of the Highest, how lowly His birth ! 
The brightest archangel in glory excelling, 

He stoops to redeem thee, He reigns upon earth : 
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing ; 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King ! 

Tell how He cometh ; from nition to nation, 

The heart-cheering news let the earth echo round : 
How free to the faithful He offers salvation. 

How His people with joy everlasting are crowned : 
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing ; 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is K'ng ! 

Mortals, your homage be gratefully bringing, 
And sweet let the gladsome hosanna arise ; 
Ye angels, the full hallelujah be singing ; 

One chorus resound through the earth and the 
skies : 
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing ; 
Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King ! 

William Augustus Muhlenberg. 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE, 97 



CHRISTMAS SONG. 



WRITTEN FOR THE OLD TYROLESB MELODY, *' SILENT NIGHT.'' 



SILENT night! sl'iadowy night ! 
Purple dome, starry light ! 
Pouring splendor of centuries down, 
Gold and purple, a glorious crown, 

Where the manger so rude and wild 
Cradles a sleeping child. 



Silent night I mystical night ! 

Kings and seers sought thy light, 
Where the watch of the shepherds is kept, 
Heavenly hosts through the stillness have swept. 

Clear proclaiming a Saviour born ! 
Singing the Christmas morn ! 



Holy night, — heralding dawn ! 

Far and near breaks the morn ! 
Breaks the day when the Saviour of men. 
Bringing pardon and healing again, 

** Holy, harmless, and undefiled," 
Cometh, a little child I 

Marie Mason. 



98 THE THREE FESTIVALS. 



CHRISTMAS-EVE CHANT OF THE 
BRETON PEASANTS. 

"T* WAS a dim, delicious night ; 

J- The earth, close wrapt in ermined white» 
Lay languid in the misty light. 
The circling spheres were all in tune, 
And in their midst the empress moon 
Was brightening to her highest noon. 
It was the night when Bethlehem's star 
Guided the sages from afar ; 
It was the night when shepherds heard 
The reverent air by music stirred ; 
It was the night of old renown, 
When wondering angel-eyes looked down, 
To see Christ's head, bare of its crown, 
Within the manger laid ! 

There is a sound of thronging feet, — 
What youthful crowds are in the street! 
They go out from the stifling town, 
They seek the white and lonely down ; 
They walk in silence till they find 
A spot where four roads straitly wind. 
Where four roads meet about a place 
Made sacred by the cross's grace, 
There men and maids, in separate file, 
Do range themselves, nor speak the while, 
Nor break the charm by gest' or smile. 
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Till, sudden, breaks upon the ear 
A sound of singing, strong and clear. 
Thus chant the hardy Breton youths : 

" Wliat is new upon the earth ? 
What fresh wonder goeth forth, 

That its ways are full of pilgrims, 
And its dwellings full of mirth ? 

" Sounds of gladness on the air \ 
Happy faces everywhere ! 

Tell us, O ye silent virgins, 
Wherefore is the night so fair ? " 

Then silver-soft the girlish voices rise. 

And with the sweetness of their meek replies 

Upon the frosty air breathe melodies : 

" Lo ! the sacred hour is near ! 
What was darkened, now is clear. 

Christ is coming! raise your voices, — 
Say farewell to doubt and fear ! " 

Resounding through the darkness, then, 
Peal the deep voices of the men. 
Who raise the solemn song again : 

*• Why is all the world abroad. 
Raising midnight prayers to God, 

Till the censered air is heavy 
With its supplicating load ? " 
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,Then, clearer, purer, richer, rise 
The hidden maidens' sweet replies, 
Like wonders out of mysteries : 

" Lo, the Prince of Peace is born I 
Lo, on high the star of morn ! 

And it shall not fade forever, 
Nor its brilliancy be shorn.'' 

Then, in concord, perfect, sweet, 
Tones of youths and maidens meet ; 

And they gladly sing together. 
This auspicious hour to greet : 

** Sing to-night, for Christ is born ! 
Lo, on hi^h the star of morn ! 

And it shall not fade forever, 
Nor its brilliancy be shorn. 

" Sing ! deliverance from our woes, 
By the blood that overflows 

And renews the son of Adam, — 
He no longer burdened goes. 

" Sing ! because it is His feast : 
Join the princes of the East, 

Bring Him gifts amid rejoicings, — 
He will smile upon the least ! 
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** Sing ! while Christmas crowns ye weave ; 
On the cross a garland leave. 

Lo, the world's one Virgin-mother 
Heals the hurt that came of Eve ! " 

Laura C. Redden (Howard Glyudon). 



MARY MOTHER. 

MORE than royal guest He lay 
Where the gentle kine made way 
For the Christ-child meek as they. 

Knelt the Magi round His bed, 
BowM low each proudest head ; 
Mary Mother ponderM. 

Gold and frankincense and myrrh 
They the wise and great confer; 
Jesu mild looks up to her! 

Whit her gift ? Than nothing less ! 
Oh that she might crown and bless 
Him whom kings shall King confess ! 

PiercM as with woes to come, 
At His feet her soul lies dumb, 
Love, of all she hath, the sum ! 
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BlessM among women, ihou 
Who, exalted most, dost bow 
Lowliest among the low ! 

Harriet McEwen Kimball. 



CHRISTMAS SONG. 

WHAT shall we bring 
Unlo our King 
For a Christmas offering ? 
A breast where love, 
Like a brooding dove, 
Makes earth like heaven to prove. 



What shall we ring 

Unto our King 

For a Christmas offering ? 

Ring out a chime 

Through every clime, 

To tell that this is Christ's own time. 



This shall we bring 

Unto our King 

For a Christmas offering: 

Good-will increase, 

And all strife cease, 

And every heart be filled with peace. 

Julie Leonard. 
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*» THERE WERE WHISPERINGS IN THE 

HEAVENS." 

THERE were whisperings in the heavens, 
There were niurmurings in the clouds ; 
There were harp-tones full of sweetness 

From the joyous angel crowds ; 
There were songs from holy voices, 

There was briglitness o'er the morn, 
And Nature thrilled with gladness 
When our Saviour, Christ, was born. 

It was in a lonely manger 

Where the Son of God was laid, 
And nought of grandeur comforted 

The Holy Mother maid ; 
But in stillness and in beauty, 

While the shepherds round adored, 
Slept in loved and loving tenderness 

The Mother and her Lord. 

And angels, hovering, guarded Him 

With love-extended wing. 
And sang their songs of hope for men, 

And glory to their King. 
So let us learn to love like Him, 

Like Him for sorrows mourn. 
Nor forget 't was God who loved us. 

When our Saviour, Christ, was born. 
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CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

" Let us now go even unto Bethlehem.'* 

O NIGHT of nights! O night 
Desired of man so long ! 
The ancient heavens fled forth in light 

To sing thee thy new song ; 
And shooting down the steep, 

To shepherd folk of old, 
An angel, while they watched their sl.eep, 
Set foot beside the fold. 

Lo ! while as like to die 

Of that keen h'ght he shed, 
They looked on his pure majesty, 

Amazed, and sore bestead ; 
Lo ! while with words of cheer 

He bade their trembling cease, 
The flocks of God swept sweetly near, 

And sang to them of peace. 

All on the hillside grass 

That fulgent radiance fell; 
So close those innocents did pass. 

Their words were heard right well ; 
Among the sheep, their wings 

Some folding, walked the sod 
An ordered throng of shining things, 

White, with the smile of God. 
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The waits of heaven to hear, 

Oh, what it must have been ! 
Think, Christian people, think and fear, 

For cold hearts, for unclean ; 
Think how the times go by, 

How love and longing fail ; 
Think how we live and how we die, 

As this were but a tale. 

O tender tale of old. 

Live in thy dear renown; 
God's smile was in the dark ; behold 

That way His hosts came down ; 
Light up, great God, Thy Word, 

Make the blest meaning strong, 
As if our ears, indeed, had heard 

The glory of their song. 

It was so far away, 

But Thou couldst make it near, 
And all its living might display. 

And cry to it, " Be here ! " — 
Here, in the unresting town, 

As once remote to them, 
Who heard it when the heavens came down 

On pastoral Bethlehem. 

It was so long ago ; 

But God can make it now^ 
And, as with that sweet overflow, 

Our empty hearts endow. 
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Take, Lord, those words outworn, 
Oh, make them new for aye, 
Speak — " Unto you a Child is born," 
To-day — to-day — to-day. 

Jean Ingelow. 

**GOO D NEWS ON CHRISTMAS MORNING." 



GOOD news on Christmas morning, 
Good news, O children dear ! 
For Christ, once born in Bethlehem, 
Is living now, and here ! 

Good news on Christmas morning, 
Good news, O children sweet ! 

The way to find the Holy Child 
Is lighted for your feet. 

Good news on Christmas morning. 
Good news, O children glad ! 

Rare gifts are yours to give the Lord 
As ever Wise Men had. 

Good news on Christmas morning, 
Good news, O children fair ! 

Still doth the one Good Shepherd hold 
The feeblest in his care. 

Thank God on Christmas morning, 
Thank God, O children dear! 

That Christ, who came to Bethlehem, 
Is living now, and here. 
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CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

CHILD Jesus comes from heavenly height, 
To save us from sin's keeping: 
On manger straw, in darksome night, 

The Blessed One lies sleeping. 
The Star smiles down, the angels greet, 
The oxen kiss the Baby's feet. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Child Jesus. 

Take courage, soul, in grief cast down. 

Forget the bitter dealing ; 
A Child is born in David's town, 

To touch all souls with healing. 
Then let us go and seek the Child, 
Children like Him, meek, undefiled. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Child Jesus. 

Hans Andersen. 



T 



CHRISTMAS. 

IS Christmas day! Glad voices 
Repeat the pleasant sound ; 
And happy faces in our home, 

And loving looks abound. 
Why do we thus greet Christm:is morn ? 
It is the day that Christ was born. 
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With little gifts that tell our love, 
With garlands on the wall, 

With thankful hearts and helpful hands, 
We keep a festival. 

Why do we thus keep Christmas morn ? 

It is the day that Christ was born. 



Full eighteen hundred years ago 
Christ Jesus came on earth, — 

He came, He lived, He died for us ; 
We thank God for His birth ; 

And therefore we keep Christmas morn, 

The day our Saviour, Christ, was born. 



And on this Christmas morning, 
When the frost is at the door, 

Dear child ! in your warm, pleasant home, 
Think of the sick and poor ; 

So shall you well keep Christmas morn, 

The day our Saviour, Christ, was born. 



Christ healed the sick, and helped the poor, 

When He was on the earth ; 
Do what you can to be like Him 

The morning of His birth ; 
Help some one to keep Christmas morn, 
The day your Saviour, Christ, was born. 

Hymns for Children. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 



w 



ITH wondering awe 



The wise men saw 
The star in heaven springing, 
And with delight, 
In peaceful night, 
They heard the angels singing : 
" Hosanna, hosanna, 
Hosanna to His name ! " 

By light of star 

They travelled far, 

To seek the lowly manger ; 

A humble bed 

Wherein was laid 

The wondrous little stranger. 

Hosanna, hosanna, 

Hosanna to His name ! 

And still is found, 

The world around. 

The old and hallowed story ; 

And still is sung. 

In every tongue. 

The angels' song of glory. 

Hosanna, hosanna, 

Hosanna to His name ! 
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The heavenly star 

Its ray afar 

On every land is throwing, 

And shall not cease, 

Till holy peace 

In all the earth is glowing. 

Hosanna, hosanna, 

Hosanna to His name ! 

CHRISTMAS CAROL. (NEAPOLITAN) 

WHEN Christ was born in Bethlehem, 
'T was night, but seemed the noon of day ; 
The stars, whose light 
Was pure and bright. 
Shone with unwavering ray ; 
But one, one glorious star 
Guided the Eastern Magi from afar. 

Then peace was spread throughout the land; 

The lion fed beside the tender lamb ; 

And with the kid, 

To pasture led. 

The spotted leopard fed ; 

In peace the calf and bear, 

The wolf and lamb, reposed together there. 

As shepherds watched their flocks by night, 
An angel, brighter than the sun's own light, 
Appeared in air. 
And gently said. 
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** Fear not, — be not afraid, — 

For, lo ! beneath your eyes 

Earth has become a smiling paradise." 

North American RtvUw. 



CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

HOLY night, calmly bright! 
Watch we where in slumber light 
Smileth the softness of motherly joy, 
Mary clasping the Heavenly Boy ; 
Purely, serenely blest, 
Loving ones, quietly rest. 

Blissful night, peacefully bright ! 

Shepherds first shall see the sight 

Wliile their flocks they are watching around ; 

Angels' harpings over them sound ; 

Loud alleluias they ring, 

Jesus the Saviour is King 1 

Peaceful night, serenely bright ! 

Ere the rays of morning lijjht. 

Beam on the Maiden the Infant's soft eyes, 

Bringing us hope from the merciful skies. 

Blessings the fond Mother thrill. 

Happiness, peaceful and still. 

JOHANN LUDWIG UhLAND. 

Translated by Mary Dunlop Moultrie. 
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OLD CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

/^HRIST was born on Christmas day; 
^-^ Wreathe the holly, twine the bay; 
Christns natiis hodie / 
The Babe, the Son, the Holy One 
Of Mary. 



He is born to set us free ; 
He is born our Lord to be 
Ex Maria Virgine ! 
The God, the Lord, by all adored 
Forever. 



Let the bright red berries glow 
Everywhere in goodly show ; 
Christus natus hodie / 
The Babe, the Son, the Holy One 
Of Mary. 

Christian men, rejoice and sing; 
'Tis the birthday of a King, 
Ex Maria Virgine/ 
The God, the Lord by all adored 
Forever. 
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Night of sadness, morn of gladness, 

Evermore and evermore, 
Ever, ever ! 

After many troubles sore, 
Morn of gladness, 

Evermore and evermore. 

Midnight scarcely passed and over, 
Drawing to this holy morn, 

Very early, very early, 
Christ was born ; 

Christus natus hodie ! 
The Babe, the Son, the Holy One 
Of Mary. 

Sing out with bliss : 
His name is this, — 

Emmanuel ! 
As was foretold in days of old 
By Gabriel; 
Ex Maria Virgine / 
The God, the Lord, by all adored 
Forever. 



GOOD TIDINGS. 

GOOD tidings ! Good tidings ! 
Ring out, O Christmas bells, 
From lofty spires the joyful sound 
O'er hill and woodland swells ; 

8 
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Go twine with ivy leaves and bay 

The holly's coral gem, 
And welcome, Christian hearts to-day, 

The Babe of Bethlehem. 

Good tidings ! Good tidings ! 

It is the self-same strain 
That once the holy angels sang 

To shepherds on the plain ; 
A song which brings the weary rest, 

And comforts those who mourn ; 
The ancient anthem ever blest, — 

" To us a Child is born ! " 

Good tidings ! Gpod tidings 1 

The world is old and sad ; 
We need the blessed Christmas-tide 

To make us young and glad ! 
To darkened eyes that saw through tears 

Their hearth-lights fade and die, 
This holy radiance appears, 

The day spring from on high. 

Good tidings ! Good tidings! 

The music shall not cease ; 
He came to guide our wayward feet 

Into the way of peace. 
Chime, tuneful bells, and loudly ring. 

To hail the Christmas morn ; 
Awake, all Christian souls, and sing, 

** To us a Child is born ! " 



o 
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CHRISTMAS. 

TIME by holy prophets long foretold, 
Time waited for by saints in days of old, 

O sweet, auspicious morn, 

When Christ, the Lord, was born ! 



Again the fixM changes of the year 

Have brought that season to the world most dear, 

When angels, all aflame, • 

Bringing good tidings, came. 

Again we think of her, the meek, the mild, 
The dove-eyed Mother of the holy Child, 

The chosen, and the best, 

Among all women blest. 

We think about the shepherds, who, dismayed. 
Fell on their faces, trembling and afraid. 

Until they heard the cry, 

" Glory to God on high ! " 

And we remember those who from afar 
Followed the changing glory of the star 

To where its light was shed 

Upon the sacred head : 

And how each trembling, awe -struck worshipper 
Brought gifts of gold and frankincense and myrrh, 

And spread them on the ground 

In reverence profound. 
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We think what joy it would have been to share 
In their high privilege who came to bear 

Sweet spice and costly gem 

To Christ in Bethlehem. 



And in that thought we half forget that He 
Is wheresoever we seek Him earnestly ; 

Still filling every place 

With sweet, abounding grace. 

And though in garments of the flesh, as then, 
No more He walks this sinful earth with men, 

The poor, to Him most dear, 

Are always with us here. 

And He saith, " Inasmuch as ye shnll take 
Good to these little ones for My dear sake, 

In that same measure ye 

Have brought it unto Me ! " 

Therefore, O men in prosperous homes who live, 
Having all blessings earthly wealth can give. 

Remember their sad doom 

For whom there is no room, — 

No room in any home, in any bed, 

No soft white pillow waiting for the head ; 

And spare from treasures great 

To heljD their low estate. 
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Mothers, whose sons fill all your homes with light, 
Think of the sons who once made homes as bright, 

Now laid in sleep profound 

On some sad battle-ground : 

And into darkened dwellings come with cheer, 
With pitying hand to wipe the falling tear : 

Comfort for Christ's dear sake 

To childless mothers take 1 

Children, whose lives are blest with love untold, 
Whose gifts are greater than your arms can hold, 

Think of the child who stands 

To-day with empty hands ! 

Go fill them up, and you will also fill 

Their empty hearts, that lie so cold and still, 

And brighten longing eyes 

With grateful, glad surprise. 

May all who have, at this blest season seek 
His precious little ones, the poor and weak ; 

In joyful, sweet accord, 

Thus lending to the Lord. 

Yea, Crucified Redeemer, Who didst give 

Thy toil, Thy tears, Thy life, that we might live, 

Thy spirit grant, that we 

May live one day for Thee ! 

Ph(£be Cary. 
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BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 

THE Christmas- time draws on apace ; 
The happy crowds go up and down ; 
There 's joy and hope in all the town ; 
And in each little maiden's face 

A look of expectation sweet, 

That comes of musing oft and long 
On what that day of gift and song 

Shall bring to her as offering meet. 

But I will sit alone and dream 

Of Him who gave the day its name ; 
And think of all His wondrous fame, 

And if to Him it strange doth seem, 

That in these happy, careless ways, 
As often as the years come round. 
We mark with light, and joyful sound, 

His advent and His toilsome days. 

And deeper still my thoughts shall go. 
And ponder if He hears above, 
'Mid all the heavenly peace and love, 

Our weary talking to and fro ; 

Our asking how it all began. 

And what the secret of His power. 
That since He came, until this hour, 

The world has said, " Behold the man ! '' 
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Behold the man ! Behold the God ! 

Ah, which to say, and how, and why I 

In vain our tangled reasons try 
The path so many feet have trod. 

O Man of sorrows, Man of joy ! 

Of joy for all Thy strife and scars, — 
Whereso Thou art among the stars, 

In peace that nothing can destroy, — 

Though we our voices may not blend 

With that hoarse chant the centuries raise, 
Yet is it not a sweeter praise 

To say, " Our Brother and our Friend " ? 

And if beyond this verge of time 
We know Thee better as Thou art, 
Wilt Thou not clasp us heart to heart, 

As fills our ears the heavenly chime ? 

John W. Chadwick. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

IT chanced upon the merry, merry Christmas eve, 
I went sighing past the church, across the moor- 
land dreary: 
" Oh, never sin and want and woe this earth will leave, 
And the bells but mock the wailing round, they sing 
so cheery ! 
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" How long, O Lord ! how long before Thou come 
again ? 

Still in cellar, and in garret, and on moorland dreary 

The orphans moan, and widows weep, and poor men 
toil in vain. 

Till the earth is sick of hope deferred, though Christ- 
mas bells be cheery." 



Then arose a joyous clamor from the wild fowl on the 

mere. 
Beneath the stars, across the snow, like clear bells 

ringing, 
And a voice within cried, "Listen ! — Christmas carols 

even here ! 
Though thou be dumb, yet o*er their work the stars 

and snows are singing. 
Blind! I live, I love, I reign; and all the nations 

through 
With the thunder of my judgments even now are ring- 
ing: 
Do thou fulfil thy work but as yon wild fowl do, 
Thou wilt heed no less the wailing, yet hear through 

it angels' singing." 

Charles Kingsley. 
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CHRISTMAS WAITS. 

*' We bring you good tidings." 
FIRST PART. 

C^ OD'S great Gift to man forlorn 
■^ In a winter night was born ; 
Angels tell the glorious tale ; 
Let not, earth, thy welcome fail. 
"All hail," and "all hail!" 

Little Child, how sunk Thy lot ! 
Thy great might Thou hast forgot ; 
Guider of all stars that shone, 
Sleep, Thy g^ory is clean gone. 
Sleep on, and sleep on. 

Wake, you friends and neighbors, wake, 
And thank God for this Child's sake ; 
Sing, my heart, the anthem swell ; 
Since that blessM birth befell, 
All 's well, and all *s well. 

Now is won the gift that we 
Lost beneath the apple-tree ; 
Now is won the heavenly shore, 
Where light wanes, and life gives o'er 
No more, and no more. 
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SECOND PART. 

God's great Gift to creatures vile 
Was not welcomed long, erewhile, 
Soon they sent Him home, and He 
Through the gates of death did flee. 
Ah me, and ah me ! 

But in love He came and went. 
For His kindness was not spent ; 
Now His merits aye prevail 
Where no more the welcomes fail. 
"All hail,'' and "all hail!" 

He went up to His own place ; 
We, ere long, shall see His face: 
Forty — thirty — twenty — ten 
Years, or days, Christ Jesus then. 
Amen, and amen. 

Jean Ingblow. 

CHRISTMAS. 

HOW did they keep His birthday then, 
The little fair Christ, so long ago ?^ 
Oh, many there were to be housed and fed, 
And there was no place in the inn, they said ; 

So into the manger the Christ must go. 
To lodge with the cattle, and not with men. 
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The ox and the ass they munched their hay, 

They munched and they slumbered, wondering not, 
And out in the midnight cold and blue 
The shepherds slept, and the sheep slept too, 
Till the angels' song and the bright star ray 
Guided the wise men to the spot. 



But only the wise men knelt and praised, 
And only the shepherds came to see. 

And the rest of the world cared not at all 

For the little Christ in the oxen's stall ; 

And we are angry and amazed 
That such a dull, hard thing should be ! 



How do we keep His birthday now ? 

We ring the bells and we raise the strain ; 
We hang up garlands everywhere, 
And bid the tapers twinkle fair, 
And feast and frolic — and then we go 

Back to the same old lives again. 



Are we so better, then, than they 

Who failed the new-born Christ to see ? 

To them a helpless babe, — to us 

He shines a Saviour glorious. 
Our Lord, our Friend, our All — yet we 

Are half asleep this Christmas day. 

Susan Coolidge. 
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CAROL, 

WITH A BURDEN. 
*' And there were shepherds." 

OVER the long green downs when I do wander 
After the ewes and lambs, so oft I ponder : 
"When the Chief Shepherd comes, that is full tender, 
He will, of all His own, true reckoning render; 
Them that give suck and feed, them from dust raised ; 
Praise the good Lord, therefore." 

The Lord be praised. 

When 't is a darksome night, and deep snow drifteth, 

When many lambs are lost ere the storm lifteth, 

I think, "When Thou shalt come, though the dark 

blind me. 
Lord, 'twill be light to Thee, straight Thou wilt find 

me ; 
I, when Thou call'st my soul, with light amazed, 
Shall in Thy light see light." 

The Lord be praised. 

Oft as the day comes round, this drear December, 

How shepherds sat of old, still I remember. 

And Thou didst send them news, straight from Thy 

city. 
All of Thy great good-will and Thy dear pity ; 
Glad were the shepherds then with glory daz^d ; 
Praise the good Lord, theref6re. 

The Lord be praisM. 
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Sing, O thou favored earth, 

The Lord be praisM. 
Sing, for thy Saviour's birth, 

The Lord be praised. 
Heaven shall not hold Him long ; 

The Lord be praisM. 
For prayers of love are strong, 

The Lord be praised. 
Thy star shall shine again. 

The Lord be praised. 
Thy King come back to reign. 

The Lord be praisM. 

Jean Ingelow. 



'♦THERE CAME A LITTLE CHILD TO 

EARTH." 

THERE came a little Child to earth. 
Long ago ; 
And the angels of God proclaimed His birth, 

High and low. 
Out on the night so calm and still 

Their song was heard, 
For they knew that the Child on Bethlehem's hill 
Was Christ, the Lord. 

Far away in a goodly land. 

Fair and bright, 
Children with crowns of glory stand. 

Robed in white, — 
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In white more pure than spotless snow, 

And their tongues unite 
In the psalm which the angels sang long ago 

On Christmas night. 

They sing how the Lord of that world so fair 

A child was born ; 
And, that they might a crown of glory wear, 

Wore a crown of thorn. 
And in mortal weakness, in want and pain. 

Came forth to die, 
That the children of earth might forever reign 

With Him on high. 

He has put on His kingly apparel now, 

I n that goodly land ; 
And He leads, to where fountains of water flow. 

That chosen band. 
And forevermore in their garments fair 

And undefiled 
Those ransomed children His praise declare, 

Who was once a child. 

Emily S. Elliott. 



CHRISTMAS SIGNS. 



THE wind sighs leafless trees among. 
The fire burns bright, the nights are long, 
The robin sings his winter song. 
And the Christmas snow is falling. 
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Frost-crystals lend their shining light 
To rubies from the holly bright, 
And mistletoe's pure pearls of white, 
When the Christmas snow is falling. 



To those that smile, and those that weep, 
Come peaceful visions as they sleep ; 
For Christmas angels vigil keep, 
When the Christmas snow is falling. 



While youth but learns, from that same breeze, 
Of countless Christmas days like these, 
And glorious golden prospects sees, 
When the Christmas snow is falling. 

JUUA GODDARD. 



CHRISTMAS BELLS. 

CHRISTMAS day ! and the joy-bells ring 
With a merry, merry swing. 
Telling of the Saviour born 
On the first glad Christmas morn. 
Whispering, " Sing as now sing we ; 
Raise your voices gleefully ! 
Sing ! sing ! 
While we ring, 
Raise your voices gleefully ! " 
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No6l ! Noel! peal the bells ; 

Echo, too, the glad truth tells, 

Clashing back from every hill, 

" Peace on earth, to men good-will ; " 

Whispering, ** Come with mirth and glee ! 

Raise your voices merrily ! 

Sing! sing! 

While we ring. 
Raise your voices merrily ! " 

G. Weathbrlv 



THE MISTLETOE. 

SWIFTLY time is onward stealing, 
Christmas revelries revealing, 
And the mistletoe is showing 
Pearls more precious than are glowing 
In the depths of Persian waters ; 
For old England's blooming daughters, 
Blushing:, slyly smiling, know 
Magic lies in mistletoe. 

Many a secret sweet reposes 
Underneath the moss-veiled roses ; 
But the mistletoe hath folden 
Hearts within its branches olden, 
And no plant so sweet as this is, 
With its wealth of Christmas kisses ; 
Youth and maiden come to know 
Magic lies in mistletoe. 
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Many a Christmas coming, going, 
With its festal joys o'erflowing, 
Sees the mistletoe still reigning, 
And its subjects soft enchaining; 
Many a sad heart making lighter, 
Many a merry one the brighter, 
Through the magic that men know 
Lies in white-gemmed mistletoe. 



THE CHRISTMAS TREE. 

A FLASH of light, a merry hum, 
And peals of rippling laughter sweet. 
The pattering of tiny feet. 
And, lo, the little children come. 

A stately fir-tree rears its head. 
With stars and tapers all ablaze ; 
And, quivering in the fairy rays. 

The glittering, loaded branches spread. 

And childish eyes are sparkling bright. 
And childish hearts with joy overflow, 
And on that Birthday long ago 

They ponder with a grave delight. 

Then to their gifts they turn once more, 
And, in the present sunshine lost. 
They fear no future tempest tossed, 

But unto fairy regions soar. 

9 
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No cares, no fears, a happy time 
Of laughter : tears that cannot stay ; 
An April day, a year of May, 

Pealed in and out with Christmas chime. 

Julia Goddard. 

WASSAIL. 

UPRAISE the Christmas bowl to-night, 
And let a health go round ; 
To those we love in every land, 
To those who 'neath our roof-tree stand, 
May Christmas joys abound. 

To those that love us, joy and peace, 

Whether afar or near ; 
To old and young, to rich and poor, 
Be merry Christmas days in store, 

And hope in the New Year. 

Ay, even to our foes we drink. 

And what the worse are we 1 
For if they hate, and we forgive, 
'Tis ours the sweeter life to live, 

Whilst theirs shall bitter be. 

Upraise the bowl, we toast the last, 

The one we love the best. 
Whose love hath made our life to shine, 
Turned earih to Paradise divine, 

The work-day world to rest. 
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Upraise the Christmas bowl to-night, 

And may each Christmas day 
Be hostel-sign where we may meet, 
All lovingly home-friends to greet, 

And pledge those far away. 

Julia Godoard. 

AMEN! 

HUSH ! the Christmas day is ending. 
Angels on the earth descending 
Bless the world to-night. 
Glory streameth down from heaven, 
Peace unto mankind is given 

Through the Light 
That came down from heaven above, 
Lighting all the world through love. 
Amen ! 

Julia Goddard. 



IMMAxNUEL. 

RING, sweet bells of Christendom, 
Everywhere the tidings tell 
How the Lord to earth did come, 
Ring and tell ! 

Swift to seek and save the lost, 

More than merciful He came ; 
Glad to pay life's bitter cost, 
Jesus came. 
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Prince of Peace, the Heavenly King, 

As a mortal babe disguised 
He appeared whom angels sing, 
Earth-disguised. 

Love Divine in human frame, 

Of the lowly, lowliest He ; 
Stripped of glory, in His shame 
Gloried He. 

Empty-handed from His birth. 

Gifts exceeding price He brought ; 
Treasures hidden not in earth 
Jesus brought. 

To the blind, unclouded sight ; 

To the dumb, the voice of praise ; 
And to all in darkness, light, 
Joy and praise. 

To the poor, the gospel's wealth ; 

To the rich, the spirit poor ; 
And to all. His saving health, 
Rich and poor. 

To the heavy-laden, rest ; 

To the mourner, words of life ; 
And to all, the last and best, 
Endless life. 
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In the perfect path He trod ; 

Still His footprints mark the way ; 
Out to men and up to God, 
Show the way, — 

Out to men in love that breaks 

Bread of charity with all, 
And, thrice blessM then ! forsakes 
Self for all ; 

Up to God in deeds like prayers. 

In obedience to Him ; 
And in faith, love's altar-stairs 
Reared to Him. 

Ring, sweet bells of Christendom, 

Far and near the tidings tell 
How the Lord to earth did come, 
Ring and tell ! 

Join, good Christians, east and west, 

In Immanuel's endless praise. 
And with deeds of mercy best 
Show His praise 1 

Still the Christmas angels sing, 

" Glory be to God most high ! " 
The eternal echoes ring, 
" God most high ! " 
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Lift your songs in unison : 

" Peace on earth, good- will to men ! " 
Mingle song and life in one 
Wide "Amen!" 

Harriet McEwen Kimball. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

THERE 's a song in the air ! 
There 's a star in the sky ! 
There 's a mother's deep prayer, 
And a baby's low cry ; 
And the star rains its fire while the beautiful sing, 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King ! 

There 's a tumult of joy 

O'er the wonderful birth, 
For the Virgin's sweet Boy 
Is the Lord of the earth. 
Ay, the star rains its fire, and the beautiful sing, 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King ! 

In the light of that star 

Lie the ages impearled; 
And that song from afar 
Has swept over the world ; 
Every heart is aflame, and the beautiful sing, 
In the homes of the nations, that Jesus is King ! 
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We rejoice in the light, 

And we echo the song 
That comes down through the night 
From the heavenly throng. 
Ay, we shout to the lovely evangel they bring. 
And we greet in His cradle our Saviour and King ! 

JosiAH Gilbert Holland. 



A LITTLE CHRISTMAS SERMON. 

CHILDREN dear, I heard ye say : 
" Morrows, haste and haste away ; 
Bring the merry Christmas day ! 

"Blithest carol, sweetest chime. 
Hearts that dance to peal and rhyme, 
Welcome in the happy time ! 

" Starry tree, shine out anew, 
Glittering as with golden dew. 
Gay with fruits of every hue ! " 

This is what ye said, I trow ; 
Little children, hearken now ; 
Ere ye pluck the freighted bough, 

Ponder what the carols mean, 
What the chime rung out between, 
What the laden evergreen. 
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" Glory be to God most high ! " 
Sang His angels in the sky 
When the Lord to men drew nigh. 



to" 

I 



" Peace on earth *— good- will and peace ; 
Love shall reign, and wrong shall cease ; 
He is born — the Prince of Peace ! " 

Just for love of us He came ; 
Took His sweetly tender name, — 
Jesus ! stooped to our shame. 

*' I will save you," — thus He said ; 
** I am life ; your life is dead ; 
I will give you life instead ! '* 

Little children, closest prest 
To the loving Saviour's breast. 
Surely ye must love Him best! 

This is love : to do His will ; 
Speaking truth ; forsaking ill ; 
Bearing and forbearing still ; 

Battling selfishness within 
(Where He only sees the sin) 
Till through Him at last ye win ; 

Sorrowing over evil wrought, — 
Open deed or secret thought ; 
Straightway doing as ye ought ; 



I 
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Blessing all for His dear sake, 
As His blessing ye partake ; 
Happier, thus, His world to make. 

This is love ; a service light, 
Done with all your little might: 
None shall fail to do it right. 

Let your little hearts reply 
To the angels in the sky : 
"Love shall reign eternally ! 

" God is love forevermore ; 
Love we Him, and Him adore 
In the Christ-child born of yore." 

Let your lives ring out his praise, 
Like a chime His finger sways ; 
Sweet as carols be your days. 

Beautiful with holiness. 

Let your daily deeds confess, 

In whose name ye seek to bless. 

This is what the carols mean ; 
What the chime rung clear between ; 
What the bounteous evergreen. 

Harriet McEwbn Kimball. 



138 THE THREE FESTIVALS, 



THE THREE KINGS. 

I'^HREE Kings came riding from far away, 
Melchior and Caspar and Baltazar ; 
Three Wise Men out of the East were they, 
And they travelled by night and they slept by day, 
For their guide was a beautiful, wonderful star. 

The star was so beautiful, large, and clear, 

That all the other stars of the sky 
Became a white mist in the atmosphere, 
And the Wise Men knew that the coming was near 

Of the Prince foretold in the prophecy. 

Three caskets they bore on their saddle-bows, 

Three caskets of gold with golden keys ; 
Their robes were of crimson silk, with rows 
Of bells and pomegranates and furbelows. 
Their turbans like blossoming almond trees. 

And so the Three Kings rode into the West, 

Through the dusk of night over hills and dells. 
And sometimes they nodded with beard on breast, 
And sometimes talked, as they paused to rest, 
With the people they met at the wayside wells. 

" Of the Child that is born," said Baltazar, 

*' Good people, 1 pray you, tell us the newF, 
For we in the East have seen His star. 
And have ridden fast, and have ridden far, 
To find and worship the King of the Jews." 
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And the people answered : " You ask in vain ; 

We know of no king but Herod the Great ! " 
They thought the Wise Men were men insane. 
As they spurred their horses across the plain 

Like riders in haste who cannot wait. 

And when they came to Jerusalem, 

Herod the Great, who had heard this thing, 

Sent for the Wise Men and questioned them ; 

And said : " Go down into Bethlehem, 
And bring me tidings of this new king." 

So they rode away ; and the star stood still, 
The only one in the gray of the morn ; 

Yes, it stopped, it stood still of its own free will. 

Right over Bethlehem on the hill , 
The city of David where Christ was born. 

And the Three Kings rode through the gate and the 
guard. 
Through the silent street, till their horses turned 
And neighed as they entered the great inn-yard ; 
But the windows were closed, and the doors were 
barred. 
And only a light in the stable burned. 

And cradled there in the scented hay, 

In the air made sweet by the breath of kine, 

The little Child in the manger lay, — 

The Child thit would be King one day 
Of a kingdom not human but divine. 
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His mother, Mary of Nazareth, 

Sat watching beside His place of rest, 
Watching the even flow of His breath, 
For the joy of life and the terror of death 
Were mingled together in her breast. 

They laid their offerings at His feet : 
The gold was their tribute to a king ; 

The frankincense, with its odor sweet, 

Was for the priest, the Paraclete ; 
The myrrh, for the body's burying. 

And the mother wondered and bowed her head, 

And sat as still as a statue of stone ; 
Her heart was troubled, yet comforted. 
Remembering what the angel had said 

Of an endless reign and of David's throne. 

Then the Kings rode out of the city gate, 

With the clatter of hoofs in proud array ; 
But they went not back to Herod the Great, 
For they knew his malice and feared his hate. 
And returned to their homes by another way. 

H. W. Longfellow. 
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''WHILE TO BETHLEM WE ARE GOING." 

(PORTUGUESE.) 

"T 1 7HILE to Bethlem we are goinoj, 
' ^ Tell me, Bias, to cheer the road, 
Tell me why this lovely Infant 

Quitted His divine abode." 
"From that world to bring to this 

Peace, which, of all earthly blisses, 
Is the brightest, purest bliss." 



'* Wherefore, from His throne exalted. 
Came He on this earth to dwell, — 

All His pomp a humble manger, 
All His court a narrow cell .»*" 

" From that world to bring to this 
Peace, which, of all earthly blisses, 

Is the brightest, purest bliss." 



" Why did He, the Lord Eternal, 
Mortal pilgrim deign to be, — 

He who fashioned for His glory 
Boundless immortality ? " 

** From that world to bring to this 
Peace, which, of all earthly blisses, 

Is the brightest, purest bliss." 
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" Well, then, let us haste to Bethlem, — 

Thither let us haste and rest : 
For, of all Heaven's gifts, the sweetest, 

Sure, is peace, — the sweetest, best." 

Sir John BowRmc. 



SONNET. 

IN the desert of the Holy Land I strayed, 
Where Christ once lived, but seems to live no 
more ; 
In Lebanon my lonely home I made ; 
I heard the wind among the cedars roar, 
And saw far off the Dead Sea's solemn shore. 
"But 'tis a dreary wilderness," I said, 
*' Since the prophetic spirit hence has sped." 
Then from the convent in the vale I heard, 
Slow chanted forth the Everlasting Word, — 
Saying, " I am He that liveth, and was dead; 
And lo, I am alive forevermore." 
Then forth upon my pilgrimage I fare, 
Resolved to find and praise Him everywhere. 

Anonymous. 
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THE HOLY FAMILY. 



o 



CHILD of beauty rare — 
O mother chaste and fair — 
How happy seem they both, so far beyond compare ! 

She, in her Infant blest, 

And He in conscious rest, 
Nestling within the soft warm cradle of her breast ! 

What joy that sight might bear 

To him who sees them there, 
If, with a pure and guilt-untroubled eye, 
He looked upon the twain like Joseph standing by. 

Goethe. 



PICTURE OF CHRISTMAS EVE. 

ADDRESSED TO THE REV. DR. WORDSWORTH. 

'"PHE minstrels played their Christmas tune 
-■- To-night beneath my cottage eaves ; 
While, smitten by a lofty moon, 

The encircling laurels, thick with leaves. 
Gave back a rich and dazzling sheen, 
That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze 
Had sunk to rest with folded wings ; 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze, 
Nor check, the music of the strings ; 

So stout and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand ! 
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And who but listened ? — till was paid 
Respect to every inmate's claim ; 

The greeting given, the music played, 
In honor of each household name, 

Duly pronounced with lusty call, 

And " Merry Christmas " wished to all ! 



O brother ! I revere the choice 
That took thee from thy native hills ; 

And it is given thee to rejoice ; 
Though public care full often tills 

(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 



Yet, would that thou, with me and mine, 
Hadst heard this never-failing rite ; 

And seen on other faces shine 
A true revival of the light 

Which nature and these rustic powers, 

In simple childhood, spread through ours ! 



For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 
On these expected annual rounds ; 

Whether the rich man's sumptuous gate 
Call forth the unelaborate sounds. 

Or they are offered at the door 

That guards the lowliest of the poor. 
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How touching, when, at midnight, sweep 
Snow- muffled winds, and all is dark, 

To hear, — and sink again to sleep ! 
Or, at an earlier call, to mark. 

By blazing fire, the still suspense 

Of self-complacent innocence ; 



The mutual nod, — the grave disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o'^er ; 

And some unbidden tears that rise 

For names once heard, and heard no more ; 

Tears brightened by the serenade 

For infant in the cradle laid. 



Ah ! not for emerald fields alone, 

With ambient streams more pure and bright 
Than fabled Cytherea's zone 

Glittering before the thunderer's sight. 
Is to my hearts of hearts endeared 
The ground where we were born and reared ! 



Hail, ancient manners ! sure defence. 
Where they survive, of wholesome laws ; 

Remnants of love, whose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdraws ; 

Hail, usages of pristine mould ! 

And ye that guard them, mountains old ! 

10 
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Bear with me, brother ! quench the thought 
That slights this passion, or condemns ; 

If thee fond fancy ever brought 
From the proud margin of the Thames, 

And Lambeth's venerable towers, 

To humbler streams and greener bowers. 

Yes, they can make, who fail to find. 
Short leisure even in busiest days ; 

Moments, to cast a look behind. 
And profit by those kindly rays 

That through the clouds do sometimes steal, 

And all the far-off past reveal. 

Hence, while the imperial city's din 

Beats frequent on thy satiate ear, 
A pleased attention I may win 

To agitations less severe, 
That neither overwhelm nor cloy, 
But fill the hollow vale with joy ! 

William Wordsworth. 



FROM "IN MEMORIAM." 

XXVIII. 

THE time draws near the birth of Christ 
The moon is hid ; the niorht is still ; 
The Christmas bells from hill to hill 
Answer each other in the mist. 
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Four voices of four hamlets round, 
From far and near, on mead and moor, 
Swell out and fail, as if a door 

Were shut between me and the sound : 

Each voice four changes on the wind, 
That now dilate, and now decrease, 
Peace and good-will, good-will and peace. 

Peace and good-will, to all mankind. 

This year I slept and woke with pain, 
I almost wished no more to wake. 
And that my hold on life would break 

Before I heard those bells again : 

But they my troubled spirits rule, 
For they controlled me when a boy ; 
They bring me sorrow touched with joy. 

The merry, merry bells of Yule. 

XXIX. 

With such compelling cause to grieve 

As daily vexes household peace. 

And chains regret to his decease. 
How dare we keep our Christmas-eve ; 

Which brings no more a welcome guest 
To enrich the threshold of the night 
With showered largess of delight, 

In dance and song and game and jest. 
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Yet go, and while the holly-boughs 
Entwine the cold baptismal font, 
Make one wreath more for Use and Wont 

That guard the portals of the house ; 

Old sisters of a day gone by, 

Gray nurses, loving nothing new ; 
Why should they miss their yearly due 

Before their time ? They too will die. 

XXX. 

With trembling fingers did we weave 
The holly round the Christmas hearth ; 
A rainy cloud possessed the earth, 

And sadly fell our Christmas-eve. 

At our old pastimes in the hall 
We gambolled, making vain pretence 
Of gladness, with an awful sense 

Of one mute Shadow watching all. 

We paused : the winds were in the beech : 
We heard them sweep the winter land ; 
And in a circle hand-in-hand 

Sat silent, looking each at each. 

Then echo-like our voices rang ; 

We sung, though every eye was dim, 
A merry song we sang with him 

Last year ; impetuously -we sang : 
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We ceased : a gentler feeling crept 

Upon us : surely rest is meet : 

" They rest," we said, " tlieir sleep is sweet," 
And silence followed, and we wept. 

Our voices took a higher range ; 

Once more we sang : " They do not die 

Nor lose their mortal sympathy, 
Nor change to us, although they change ; 

" Rapt from the fickle and the frail 
With gathered power, yet the same. 
Pierces the keen seraphic flame 

From orb to orb, from veil to veil." 

Rise, happy morn, rise, holy morn, 

Draw forth the cheerful day from night ; 
O Father, touch the east, and light 

The light that shone when Hope was born. 

LXXVIII. 

Again at Christmas did we weave 

The holly round the Christmas hearth ; 
The silent snow possessed the earth. 

And calmly fell our Christmas eve ; 

The yule-clog sparkled keen with frost. 
No wing of wind the region swept, 
But over all things brooding slept 

The quiet sense of something lost. 
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As in the winters left behind, 

Again our ancient games had place, 
The mimic picture's breathing grace. 

And dance and song and hoodman-blind. 



Who showed a token of distress ? 

No single tear, no mark of pain ; 

O sorrow, then can sorrow wane ? 
O grief, can grief be changed to less ? 



O last regret, regret can die ! 

No, — mixt with all this mystic frame, 

Her deep relations are the same, 
But with long use her tears are dry. 

Alfred Tknnyjon. 



CHRISTMAS NIGHT IN ST. PETER'S. 

LOW on the marble floor I lie ; 
I am alone; 
Though friendly voices whisper nigh. 
And foreign crowds are passing by, 
I am alone. 

Great hymns float through 
The shadowed aisles. I hear a slow 
Refrain, " Forgive them, for they know 
Not what they do" 



V 
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With tender joy all others thrill ; 

I have but tears ; 
The false priests' voices, high and shrill, 
Reiterate the " Peace, good-will ; " 

I have hut tears. 

I hear anew 
The nails and scourge ; then come the low, 
Sad words, " Forgive them, for they know 

Not what they do." 



Close by my side the poor souls kneel ; 

I turn away ; 
Half- pi tying looks at me they steal ; 
They think, because I do not feel, 

I turn away. 

Ah ! if they knew, 
How, following them where'er they go, 
1 hear, " Forgive them, for they know 

Not what they do " ! 



Above the organ's sweetest strains 

I hear the groans 
Of prisoners, who lie in chains 
So near, and in such mortal pains, 

I hear the groans. 

But Christ walks through 
The dungeons of St. Angelo, 
And says, " Forgive them, for they know 

Not what they do." 
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And now the music sinks to sighs ; 

The lights grow dim : 
The Pastorella's melodies 
In lingering echoes float and rise ; 

The lights grow dim ; 

More clear and true, 
In this sweet silence, seem to flow 
The words, ** Forgive them, for they know 

Not what they do/' 

The dawn swings incense, silver gray ; 

The night is past ; 
Now comes, triumphant, God's full day ; 
No priest, no church can bar its way ; 

The night is past ; 

How, on this blue 
Of God's great banner, blaze and glow 
The words, ** Forgive them, for they know 

Not what they do"! 

H. H. 
Rome, Dec 26, 1868. 



CHRISTMAS DAY. (1804.) 

YET once more, and once more, awake, my Harp ! 
From silence and neglect — one lofty strain, 
Lofty, yet wilder than the winds of heaven, 
And speaking mysteries more than words can tell 
I ask of thee ; for I, with hymnings high, 
Would join the dirge of the departing year. 
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Yet with no wintry garland from the woods, 

Wrought of the leafless branch of ivy sear, 

Wreathe I thy tresses, dark December ! now ; 

Me higher quarrel calls, with loudest song, 

And fearful joy, to celebrate the day 

Of the Redeemer. Near two thousand suns 

Have set their seals upon the rolling lapse 

Of generations, since the Dayspring first 

Beamed from on high ! Now to the mighty mass 

Of that increasing aggregate we add 

One unit more. Space, in comparison 

How small, yet marked with how much misery! — 

Wars, famines, and the fury, Pestilence, 

Over the nations hanging her dread scourge ; 

The oppressM too, in silent bitterness, 

Weeping their sufferance ; and the arm of wrong 

Forcing the scanty portion from the weak, 

And steeping the lone widow's couch with tears. 

So has the year been charactered with woe 

In Christian land, and marked with wrongs and crimes. 

Yet 't was not thus He taught, — not thus He lived, 

Whose birth we this day celebrate with prayer 

And much thanksgiving. He, a man of woes. 

Went on the way appointed, — path, though rude, 

Yet borne with patience still ; He came to cheer 

The broken-hearted, to raise up the sick, 

And on the wandering and benighted mind 

To pour the light of truth. O task divine ! 

O more than angel Teacher ! He had words 

To soothe the barking waves, and hush the winds ; 

And when the soul was tossed in troubled seas, 
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Wrapt in thick darkness and the howling storm, 
He, pointing to the star of peace on high, 
Armed it with holy fortitude, and bade it smile 
At the surrounding wreck. 
When with deep agony His heart was racked, 
Not for Himself the tear-drop dewed His cheek ; 
For //tern He wept, for //tern to Heaven He prayed, 
His persecutors, — " Father, pardon them. 
They know not what they do." 

Angels of heaven, 
Ye who beheld Him fainting on the cross, 
And did Him homage, say, may mortal join 
The hallelujahs of the risen God ? 
Will the faint voice and grovelling song be heard 
Amid the seraphim in light divine ? 
Yes, He will deign, the Prince of Peace will deign. 
For mercy, to accept the hymn of faith, 
Low though it be and humble. Lord of life ! 
The Christ, the Comforter, thine advent now 
Fills my uprising soul ; I mount, I fly 
Far o'er the skies, beyond the rolling orbs ; 
The bonds of flesh dissolve, and earth recedes. 
And care, and pain, and sorrow are no more.* 
• • • . • 

Henry Kirkb Whits. 
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THE THREE ANNIVERSARIES. 

THE SHORTEST DAY. — THE PILGRIMS' DAY. 

CHRISTMAS DAY. 

SHORT is the day, and night is long ; 
But he who waits for day, 
In darkness sits not quite so long, 
And earlier hails the twilight gray, — 

A little earlier hails the ray 
That drives the mists of night away. 

So was our land forlorn and drear, 

When to the "rock-bound " shore 
A pilgrim band, Christ-led, drew near, — 
The promise of a new-born year ; 
Twilight, that shows that even here 
The sun of mercy shall appear. 
The land be dark no more. 

So was the world dark, drear, and wild, 
When, on this blessed morn, 

A Baby on His mother smiled. 

The dawning comes ; the Blessed Child, - 
The Son of Life, is born. 

The lengthening days shall longer grow, 

And summer rule the land ; 
From pilgrim rills full rivers flow. 

Roll bolder and more grand ; 
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So, Father, grant that every year . 

The Sun of Righteousness more clear 

To our awaiting hearts appear ; 
And from His glorious east arise 
The noonday Monarch of the skies, 
Till darkness from the nations flies, — 

Till all know Him as they are known, 

And all the world be all His own ! 

N. NovEs. 



INGRATITUDE. 

BLOW, blow, thou winter wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man's ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh-ho ! sing, heigh-ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 
Then, heigh-ho ! the holly ! 
This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remembered not. 
Heigh-ho ! sing heigh-ho ! etc. 

Shakspearb, As You Like It. 
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THE IVY GREEN. 

OH, a dainty plant is the ivy green, 
That creepeth o'er ruins old ; 
Of right choice food are his meals, I ween, 

In his cell so lone and cold. 
The walls must be crumbled, the stones decayed. 

To pleasure his dainty whim ; 
And the mouldering dust that years have made 
Is a merry meal for him. 
Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the ivy green. 

Fast he stealeth on, though he wears no wings, 

And a stanch old heart has he ! 
How closely he twineth, how tight he clings 

To his friend, the huge oak-tree ! 
And slyly he traileth along the ground, 

And his leaves he gently waves, 
And he joyously twines and hugs around 

The rich mould of dead men's graves. 
Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the ivy green. 

Whole ages have fled, and their works decayed, 

And nations scattered been ; 
But the stout old ivy shall never fade 

From its hale and hearty green. 
The brave old plant in its lonely days 

Shall fatten upon the past, 
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For the stateliest building man can raise 
Is the ivy's food at last. 
Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the ivy green. 

Charles Dickens. 



UNDER THE HOLLY-BOUGH. 

\ / E who have scorned each other, 
J^ Or injured friend or brother, 

In this fast fading year ; 
Ye who, by word or deed, 
Have made a kind heart bleed, 

Come gather here. 
Let sinned against and sinning 
Forget their strife's beginning, 

And join in friendship now ; 
Be links no longer broken. 
Be sweet forgiveness spoken 

Under the holly-bough. 



Ye who have loved each other, 
Sister and friend and brother, 

In this fast-fading year ; 
Mother and sire and child. 
Young man and maiden mild, 

Come gather here ; 
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And let your heart.s grow fonder, 
As memory shall ponder 

Each past unbroken vow : 
Old loves and younger wooing 
Are sweet in the renewing 

Under the holly-bough. 

Ye who have nourished sadness, 
Estranged from hope and gladness, 

In this fast-fading year ; 
Ye with overburdened mind 
Made aliens from your kind, 

Come gather here. 
Let not the useless sorrow 
Pursue you night and morrow ; 

If e'er you hoped, hope now — 

Take heart, uncloud your faces. 

And join in our embraces 

Under the holly-bough. 

Charles Mackav. 



THE HOLLY-TREE. 

WRITTEN IN I79S. 

OH, reader! hast thou ever stood to see 
The holly-tree ? 
The eye that contemplates it well perceives 

Its glossy leaves 
Ordered by an Intelligence so wise 
As might confound the atheist's sophistries. 
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BeloWf a circling fence, its leaves are seen 

Wrinkled and keen; 
No grazing cattle, through their prickly round, 

Can reach to wound ; . 
But as they grow where nothing is to fear, 
Smooth and unarmed the pointless leaves appear. 



I love to view these things with curious eyes, 

And moralize ; 
And in this wisdom of the holly-tree 

Can emblems see 
Wherewith, perchance, to make a pleasant rhyme, 
One which may profit in the after-time. 



Thus, though abroad, perchance, I might appear 

Harsh and austere, — 
To those who on my leisure would intrude, 

Reserved and rude ; 
Gentle at home amid my friends I 'd be. 
Like the high leaves upon the holly-tree. 



And should my youth, as youth is apt, I know, 

Some harshness show. 
All vain asperities I, day by day. 

Would wear away, 
Till the smooth temper of my age should be 
Like the high leaves upon the holly-tree. 
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And as, when all the summer trees are seen 

So bright and green. 
The holly-leaves a sober hue display 

Less bright than ihey ; 
But when the bare and wintry woods we see, 
What then so cheerful as the holly-tree ? 

So serious should my youth appear among 

The thoughtless throng ; 
So would I seem, amid the young and gay, 

More grave than they ; 
That in. my age as cheerful I might be 
As the green winter of the holly-tree. 

SOUTHEY. 



CHRISTMAS. 

CHRISTMAS comes ! He comes, he comes, 
Ushered with a rain of plums ; 
Hollies in the windows greet him ; 
Schools come driving past to meet him ; 
Gifts precede him, bells proclaim him, 
Every mouth delights to name him ; 
Wet and cold, and wind and dark. 
Make him but the warmer mark ; 
And yet he comes not one-embodied, 
Universal 's the blithe Godhead, 
And in every festal house 
Presence hath ubiquitous, 

II 
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A mild harvest night, by the tranquil light 

Of the modest and gentle moon, 
Has a far sweeter sheen for me, I ween, 

Than the broad and unblushing noon. 
But every leaf awakens my grief, 

As it lieth beneath the tree ; 
So let autumn air be never so fair, 
It by no means agrees with me. 



But my song I troll out for Christmas stout, 

The hearty, the true, and the bold ; 
A bumper 1 drain, and with might and main 

Give three cheers for this Christmas old ! 
We '11 usher him in with a merry din 

That shall gladden his joyous heart, 
And we '11 keep him up, while there 's bite or sup, 

And in fellowship good we '11 part. 

In his fine honest pride, he scorns to hide 

One jot of his hard-weather scars ; 
They 're no disgrace, for there 's much the same trace 

On the cheeks of our bravest tars. 
Then again I sing till the roof doth ring, 

And it echoes from wall to wall. 
To the stout old wight, fair welcome to-night, 

As the King of the Seasons all ! 

Charles Dickbns. 
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"WHILE THE CHRISTMAS LOG IS 

BURNING." 

HAIL to the night when we gather once more 
All the forms we love to meet ; 
When we Ve many a guest that 's dear to our breast, 

And the household dog at our feet. 
Who would not be in the circle of glee 

When heart to heart is yearning ; 
When joy breathes out in the laughing shout 
While the Christmas log is burning ? 

'T is one of the fairy hours of life, 

When the world seems all of light ; 
For the thought of woe, or the name of a foe, 

Ne'er darkens the festive night. 
When bursting mirth rings round the hearth, 

Oh! where is the spirit that's mourning, 
While merry bells chime with the carol rhyme, 

And the Christmas log is burning ? 

Then is the time when the gray old man 

Leaps back to the days ot youth ; 
When brows and eyes bear no disguise. 

But flush and gleam with truth. 
Oh ! then is the time when the soul exults, 

And seems right heavenward turning; 
When we love and bless the hands we press, 

While the Christmas log is burning. 

Eliza Cook. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

SO now is come our joyful'st feast ; 
Let every man be jolly ; 
Each room with ivy leaves is drest, 

And every post with holly. 
Though some churls at our mirth repine, 
Round your foreheads garlands twine, 
Drown sorrow in a cup of wine, 
And let us all be merry. 

Now all our neighbors' chimneys smoke, 
And Christmas blocks are burning ; 

Their ovens they with baked meat choke, 
And all their spits are turning. 

Without the door let sorrow lie ; 

And if for cold it hap to die, 

We'll bury 't in a Christmas pie, 
And evermore be merry. - 

Now every lad is wondrous trim, 
And no man minds his labor ; 

Our lassies have provided them 
A bagpipe and a tabor ; 

Young men and maids, and girls and boys. 

Give life to one another's joys ; 

And you anon shall by their noise 
Perceive that they are merry. 
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Now poor men to the justices 

With capons make tlieir errants ; 
And if they hap to fail of these, 

They plague them with their warrants. 
But now they feed them with good cheer, 
And what they want they take in beer, 
For Christmas comes but once a year, 
And then they shall be merry. 



The client now his suit forbears, 

The prisoner's heart is easM ; 
The debtor drinks away his cares, 

And for the time is pleasM. 
Though others' purses be more fat. 
Why should we pine, or grieve at that ? 
Hang sorrow ! care will kill a cat ; 

And therefore let 's be merry. 

George Wither. 



"COME, BRING WITH A NOISE." 

COME, bring with a noise, 
My merry, merry boys, 
The Christmas log to the firing ; 
While my good dame, she 
Bids ye all be free. 
And drink to your heart's desiring. 
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With the last year's brand 

Light the new block, and 
For good success in his spending, 

On your psalteries play, 

That sweet luck may 
Come while the log is a tending. 

Drink now the strong beer, 

Cut the white loaf here, 
The while the meat is a shredding ; 

For the rare mince-pie 

And the plums stand by. 
To fill the paste that 's a kneading. 

Robert Herrick. 



CHRISTMAS IN THE OLDEN TIME. 

HEAP on more wood ! — the wind is chill ; 
But let it whistle as it will, 
We '11 keep our Christmas merry still. 
Each age has deemed the new-born year 
The fittest time for festal cheer. 
And well our Christian sires of old 
Loved when the year its course had rolled, 
And brought blithe Christmas back again. 
With all his hospitable train. 
Domestic and religious rile 
Gave honor to the holy night : 
On Christmas eve the bells were rung ; 
On Christmas eve the mass was sung ; 
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That only night, in all the year, 

Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear. 

The damsel donned her kirtle sheen ; 

The hall was dressed with holly green ; 

Forth to the wood did merry-men go, 

To gather in the mistletoe. 

Then opened wide the baron's hall 

To vassal, tenant, serf, and all ; 

Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And Ceremony doffed his pride. 

The heir, with roses in his shoes, 

That night might village partner chooie ; 

The lord, iinderogating, share 

The vulgar game of " post and pair." 

All hailed, with uncontrolled delight, 

And general voice, the happy night. 

That to the cottage, as the crown. 

Brought tidings of salvation down. 

The fire, with well-dried logs supplied. 

Went roaring up the chimney wide ; 

The huge hall table's oaken face. 

Scrubbed till it shone the day to grace, 

Bore then upon its massive board 

No mark to part the squire and lord. 

Then was brought in the lusty brawn 

By old blue-coated serving-man ; 

Then the grim boar's-head frowned on high. 

Crested with bays ard rosemary. 

Well can the green -garbed ranger tell, 

How, when, and where, the monster fell ; 

What dogs before his death he tore. 
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And all the baiting of the boar. 

The wassail round in good brown bowls, 

Garnished with ribbons, blithely trowls. 

There the huge sirloin reeked ; hard by 

Plum-porridge stood, and Christmas pie ; 

Nor failed old Scotland to produce, 

At such high tide, her savory goose. 

Then came the merry masquers in, 

And carols roared with blithesome din; 

If unmelodious was the song. 

It was a hearty note, and strong. 

Who lists may in their mumming see 

Traces of ancient mystery ; 

White shirts supplied the masquerade, 

And smutted cheeks the visors made ; 

But, oh ! what misquers richly dight 

Can boast of bosoms half so light ! 

England was merry England, when 

Old Christmas brought his sports again. 

'T was Christmas broached the mightiest ale, 

'T was Christmas told the merriest tale ; 

A Christmas gambol oft could cheer 

The poor man.'s heart through half the year. 

Sir Walter Scott. 
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"CHRISTMAS COMES BUT ONCE A YEAR." 

1'^HOSE Christmas bells as sweetly chime, 
As on the day when first they rung 
So merrily in the olden time, 

And far and wide their music flung ; 
Shaking the tall, gray, ivied tower 
With all their deep melodious power, 
They still proclaim to every ear, 
" Old Christmas comes but once a year." 

Then he came singing through the woods, 
And plucked the holly bright and green ; 

Pulled here and there the ivy buds ; 
Was sometimes hidden, sometimes seen, — 

Half buried 'neath the mistletoe, 

His long beard hung with flakes of snow ; 
And still he ever carolled clear, 
" Old Christmas comes but once a year.*' 

He merrily came in days of old. 

When roads were few, and ways were foul. 
Now staggered, now some ditty trolled. 

Now drank deep from his wassail-bowl ; 
His holly silvered o'er with frost. 
For never once his way he lost ; 

For, reeling here and reeling there, 

Old Christmas comes but once a year. 
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The hall was then with holly crowned: 
'T was on the wild-deer's antlers placed ; 

It hemmed the battered armor round, 
And every ancient trophy graced ; 

It decked the boar's-head, tusked and grim, 

The wassail-bowl wreathed to the brim, 
A summer-green hung everywhere, 
For Christmas came but once a year. 

His jaded steed the armM knight 

Reined up before the abbey gate ; 
By all assisted to alight. 

From humble monk to abbot great. 
They placed his lance behind the door, 
His armor on the rush-strewn floor ; 

And then brought out the best of cheer. 

For Christmas came but once a vear. 

The maiden then, in quaint attire. 

Loosed from her head the silken hood, 
And danced before the yule-clog fire, — 

The crackling monarch of the wood. 
Helmet and shield flashed back the blaze, 
In lines of light, like summer rays, 

While music sounded loud and clear ; 

For Christmas came but once a year. 

What though upon his hoary head 
Have fallen many a winter's snow? 

His wreath is still as green and red 
As 't was a thousand years ago. 
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For what has he to do with care ? 

His wassail-bowl and old arm-chair 
Are ever standing ready there, 
For Christmas comes but once a year. 

No marvel Christmas lives so long, 
He never knew but merry hours ; 

His nights were spent with mirth and song, 
In happy homes and princely bowers ; 

Was greeted both by serf and lord, 

And seated at the festal board ; 

While every voice cried, " Welcome here ! " 
Old Christmas comes but once a year. 

But what rare we for days of old. 

The knights whose arms have turned to rust, 
Their grim boars' heads, and pasties cold, 

Their castles crumbled into dust ? 
Never did sweeter faces go, 
Blushing beneath the mistletoe, 

Than are to-night assembled here, 

For Christmas still comes once a year. 

For those old times are dead and gone. 
And those who hailed them passed away. 

Yet still there lingers many a one, 
To welcome in old Christmas day. 

The poor will many a care forget, 

The debtor think not of his debt ; 
But, as they each enjoy their cheer, 
Wish it was Christmas all the year. 
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And still around these good old times 

We hang like friends full loatli to part ; 
We listen to the simple rhymes, 

Which somehow sink into the heart, 
" Half musical, half melancholy," 
Like childish smiles that still are holy, 

A masquer^s face dimmed with a tear ; 

For Christmas comes but once a year. 

The bells which usher in that morn 

Have ever jlrawn my mind away 
To Bethlehem, where Christ was born, 

And the low stable where He lay, 
In which the large-eyed oxen fed ; 
To Mary, bowing low her head, 

And looking down with love sincere, — 

Such thoughts bring Christmas once a year. 

At early day the youthful voice, 

Heard singing on from door to door. 

Makes the responding heart rejoice. 
To know the children of the poor 

For once are happy all day long ; 

We smile, and listen to the song. 
The burden still remote or near, 
" Old Christmas comes but once a year." 

Upon a gayer, happier scene 

Never did holly-berries peer, 
Or ivy throw its trailing green 

On brighter forms than there are here ; 
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Nor Christmas in his old arm-chair 
Smile upon lips and brows more fair ; 
Then let us sing, amid our cheer, 
"Old Christmas still comes once a year." 

Joaquin Miller. 

THE MAHOGANY TREE. 

CHRISTMAS. 

CHRISTMAS is here: 
Winds whistle shrill, 
Icy and chill. 
Little care we : 
Little we fear 
Weather without, 
Sheltered about 
The mahogany tree. 

Once on the boughs 
Birds of rare plume 
Sang, in its bloom : 
Night-birds are we. 
Here we carouse. 
Singing like them 
Perched round the stem 
Of the jolly old tree. 

Here let us sport, 
Boys, as we sit. 
Laughter and wit 
Flashing so free. 



J 
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Life is but short : 
When we are gone, 
Let them sing on, 
Round the old tree. 

Evenings we knew 
Happy as this ; 
Faces we miss. 
Pleasant to see. 
Kind hearts and true, 
Gentle and just, 
Peace to your dust ! 
We sing round the tree. 

Care, like a dun, 
Lurks at the gate : 
Let the dog wait ; 
Happy we Ul be ! 
Drink, every one, 
Pile up the coals ; 
Fill up the bowls, 
Round the old tree ! 

Drain we the cup ; 
Friend, art afraid ? 
Spirits are laid 
In the Red Sea. 
Mantle it up ; 
Empty it yet; 
Let us forget, 
Round the old tree. 
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Sorrows, begone I 
Life and its ills, 
Duns and their bills, 
Bid we to flee. 
Come with the dawn, 
Blue-devil sprite ! 
Leave us to-night, 
Round the old tree. 

W. M. Th/\ckeray. 



OLD CHRISTMAS. 

NOW he who knows old Christmas, 
He knows a carle of worth ; 
For he is as good a fellow 
As any upon the earth. 

He comes warm cloaked and coated, 
And buttoned up to the chin. 

And soon as he comes a-nigh the door, 
We open and let him in. 

We know that he will not fail us, 
So we sweep the hearth up clean ; 

We set him in the old armed chair. 
And a cushion whereon to lean. 

And with sprigs of holly and ivy 
We make the house look gay, 

Just out of an old regard to him, — 
For it was his ancient way. 
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We broach the strong-ale barrel, 

And bring out wine and meat ; 
And thus have all things ready, 

Our dear old friend to greet. 

And soon the time wears round, 

The good old carle we see, 
Coming a-near ; — for a creditor 

Less punctual is than he ! 

He comes with a cordial voice 

That does one good to hear ; 
He shakes one heartily by the hand, 

As he hath done many a year. 

And after the little children 

He asks in a cheerful tone, 
Jack, Kate, and little Annie, — 

He remembers them every one ! 

What a fine old fellow he is. 

With his faculties all as clear, 
And his heart as warm and light 

As a man in his fortieth year ! 

What a fine old fellow, in troth I 

N.ot one of your griping elves, 
Who, with plenty of money to spare, 

Think only about themselves ! 

12 
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Not he ! for he loveth the children; 

And holiday begs for all ; 
And comes, with his pockets full of gifts, 

For the great ones as well as the small ! 

With a present for every servant, — 
For in giving he doth not tire, — 

From the red-faced, jovial butler, 
To the girl by the kitchen-fire. 

And he tells us witty old stories, 
And singeth with might and main; 

And we talk of the old man's visit 
Till the day that he comes again ! 

Oh, he is a kind old fellow, 
For though that beef be dear, 

He giveth the parish paupers 
A good dinner once a year I 

And all the workhouse children 
He sets them down in a row, 

And giveth them rare plum-pudding, 
And twopence apiece also. 

Oh, could you have seen those paupers, 
Have heard those children young. 

You could wish with them that Christmas 
Came oft and tarried long ! 
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He must be a rich old fellow, — 

What money he gives away ! 
There is not a lord in England 

Could equal him any day ! 

Good luck unto old Christmas, 

And long life, let us sing. 
For he doth more good unto the poor 

Than many a crowned king ! 

Mary Howitt. 



LOOKING FOR JESUS. 

A CHRISTMAS LEGEND. 

LONG, long ago, — in that fresh time 
When Christ's fair church was in its prime. 
But, like its Master, might have said, 
" I have not where to lay my head I " — 
Meeting in deserts, upper rooms, 
Or in the silent catacombs, — 
Two brothers of a noble race. 
Who near the emperor held their place, 
Left all to join this race abhorred, 
And follow Him, — their King and Lord ! 

" How shall we find Him ? " Titus cried, — 
** The Master, who for us has died ? 
Let me by faith my heart prepare, 
And seek my Lord in lonely prayer. 
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The Master bids us ' Watch and pray ! ' 
Renounce the world, avoid its way ; 
Seek God in sorrow, shame, and loss ; 
Deny one's self, — take up the cross ! " 

His brother Marcus said : " Not so ; 
We from our brothers must ngt go. 
No ! watch beside the sick man's bed ; 
In love lift up the mourner's head ; 
Support the poor, and free the slave ; 
Save others, — so yourself you save. 
To follow Christ must be to go 
Just where He went, 'mid want and woe. 
Come, brother ! do not go away 
In some lone cave to watch and pray, 
But help the souls to Jesus dear, 
And pray by working, now and here." 

But Titus sadly shook his head : 

** No, brother ! while my heart is dead, 

While not a throb of generous love 

Lifts up my heart to God above. 

While these dark clouds around me roll, — 

How can I help another soul ? 

When all within is poor and low, 

How can I help another's woe ? 

But when my soul grows fresh and fair, 

By days of penance, nights of prayer. 

And Christ is born within me, — then 

My life may help my fellow-men." 
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And so each brother went his way : 
One went to work, and one to pray. 

Years passed. Amid the desert lone, 
His food wild herbs, his bed a stone, 
Ragged and lean, — an awful sight ! — 
Scorched by the sun, chilled by the night, 
Titus a famous saint became, — 
An anchorite of wondrous fame. 
He knew not that, through land and town. 
Went far and wide his great renown ; 
For, bowed, and kneeling on the sod, 
His thoughts all rose to heaven and God. 

In each foul place where plague and sin 
Their never-ending work begin, — 
Carrying dead paupers to their graves. 
Washing the wounds of tortured slaves. 
Eyes to the blind, feet to the lame, — 
Marcus worked on, unknown to fame. 
The widow's shield, the orphan's stay. 
From the hard hand he snatched its prey ; 
Loved by the suffering and the lowly, — 
Yet no one called him saint or holy. 

'T was Christmas eve. The dying day 
Reddened the west with crimson ray, 
And, like a mother's joyful smile. 
Lit up the valley of the Nile. 
Then, 'mid the radiance soft and still, 
Titus saw Marcus climb the hill. 
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He ran to meet his brother dear ; 
Each eye was moistened by a tear. 
They walked amid the sunset rays, 
Talked of tlieir childhood's happy days. 
Said Marcus : ** Brother! years have passed ; 
Hast thou found perfect peace at last t 
Tell me, my brother, — tell the whole, — 
Has Christ been born within your soul .'* 
Has faith made all temptations cease ? 
Has lonely prayer brought perfect peace ? " 



" Alas ! " said Titus, " in my mind 
Some sunshine, many clouds, I find. 
Sometimes so cold and dead I seem, 
That heaven and God appear a dream. 
My prayers go up; my thought and will 
Cling to the earth, and linger still ; 
But, oh, my brother ! tell me true ; 
Has work brought God and peace to you ? " 



Then Marcus answered, sadly sweet : 
" My soul seems like the dusty street, 
All hurry, noise ! from hour to hour, 
I do my work with all my power. 
But no deep, central peace I find, 
I seem to feed upon the wind. 
What is the secret, what the test. 
If neither prayer nor work gives rest ? " 
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The brothers raised their eyes and smiled. 
There passed a mother with her child. 
The happy mother, as she walked, 
Caressed the little one and talked. 
The child's soft hair and heavenly head 
Glowed in the sunlight, while he said, 
** Mamma ! I just came here from play, 
To kiss you once, and run away. 

" I 'm going now to find my brothers 
There, in the meadow, with the others ; 
I '11 go and help them play, and then 
Come back, my sweet mamma, again." 
Then Titus cried, " Until to-day 
1 knew not what it was to pray ! 
This babe and mother undefiled 
Have made of me a little child. 
To go to God, 'mid joys and woes. 
Just as he to his mother goes ; 
And prayer, till now a task and rod. 
Shall turn to happy talk with God ; 
Nor longer be a hard employ, 
But food and light, and love and joy. 
Henceforth I leave my rocky glen, 
And go, with God, to work with men." 

And Marcus said : ** And now I see 
How work and play at once may be ! 
No more our heart and life we '11 sever. 
But both will work and pray together. 
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This Christmas Day has taught us more 

Than all our work and prayer before. 

To try to live with God alone 

Hardens the heart, and makes it stone ; 

To live with man, away from God, 

Makes goodness like a dusty sod : 

Henceforth, like streams which take their rise 

On mountain-tops, 'mid lonely skies, 

But through the parched and barren plain 

Flow on, to make all green again, 

Our life shall flow, by Christ's own plan, 

From God through faith, through work, to Man^'* 

Jambs Frebman Clarke 



THE SETTLER'S CHRISTMAS EVE. 

IN a patch of clearing, scarcely more 
Than his brawny double hands. 
With woods behind and woods before, 

The settler's cabin stands ; 
A little, low, and lonesome shed. 
With a roof of clapboards overhead. 

Aye, low, so low the wind- warped eave 
Hangs close against tiie door ; 

You might almost stretch a bishop's sleeve 
From the rafter to the floor; 

And the window is not too large, a whit, 

For a lady's veil to curtain it. 
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The roof-tree's bent and knotty knees 

By the settler's axe are braced, 
And the door-yard fence is three felled trees 

With their bare arms interlaced ; 
And a grape-vine, shaggy and rough and red, 
Swings from the well-sweep's high, sharp head. 



And among the stubs, all charred and black, 

Away to the distant huts. 
Winds in and out the wagon-track. 

Cut full of zigzag ruts ; 
And down and down to the sluggish pond, 
And through and up to the swamps beyond. 



And do you ask beneath such thatch 

What heart or hope may be ? 
Just pull the string of the wooden latch, 

And see what you shall see : 
A hearth-stone broad and warm and wide, 
With master and mistress either side. 



And 'twixt them, in the radiant glow, 
Prattling of Christmas joys, 

With faces in a shining row. 
Six children, girls and boys ; 

And in the cradle a head half-hid 

By the shaggy wolf-skin coverlid. 



1 86 THE THREE FESTIVALS, 

For the baby sleeps in the shaded light 

As gently as a lamb, 
And two little stockings, scarlet bright, 

Are hanging 'gainst the jamb ; 
And the yellow cat lies all of a curl 
In the lap of a two-years* blue-eyed girl. 



On the dresser, saved for weeks and weeks, 

A hamper of apples stands, 
And some are red as the children's cheeks, 

And some are brown as their hands ; 
For cakes and apples must stead, you see, 
The rich man's costlier Christmas-tree. 



A clock that looks like a skeleton, 
From the corner ticks out bold ; 

And that never was such a clock to run 
You would hardly need be told, 

If you were to see the glances proud 

Drawn toward it when it strikes so loud. 



The settler's rifle, bright and brown, 
Hangs high on the rafter-hooks. 

And, swinging a hand's-breath lower down. 
Is a modest shelf of books : 

Bible and Hymn-book, thumbed all through, 

*' Baxter's Call," and a novel or two. 
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A branch of sumach, shining bright, 

And a stag- horn, deck the wall, 
With a string of birds'-eggs, blue and white, 

Beneath. But after all, 
You will say the six little heads in a row 
By the hearth-stone make the prettiest show* 



The boldest urchin dares not stir ; 

But each heart, be sure, rebels 
As the father taps on the newspaper 

With his brass-bowed spectacles ; 
And knitting-needle with needle clicks. 
As the mother waits for the politics. 



He has rubbed the glass and rubbed the bow. 

And now is a fearful pause ; 
" Come, Molly ! " he says, " come, Sue, come, Joe, 

And I '11 tell you of Santa Claus ! " 
How the faces shine with glad surprise, 
As if the souls looked out of the eyes. 



In a trice the dozen ruddy legs 
Are bare ; and speckled and brown 

And blue and gray, from the wall-side peg 
The stockings dangle down ; 

And the baby, with wondering eyes, looks out 

To see what the clatter is all about. 
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"And what will Santa Claus bring?" they tease, 

** And, say, is he tall and fair ? " 
While the younger climb the good man's knees, 

And the elder scale his chair ; 
And the mother jogs the cradle, and tries 
The charm of the dear old lullabies. 



So happily the hours fly past, 
'T is a pity to have them o'er; 

But the rusty weights of the clock, at last 
Are dragging near the floor ; 

And the knitting-needles, one and all, 

Are stuck in the round, red knitting-ball. 



Now, all on a sudden the father twirls 

The empty apple-plate ; 
"Old Santa Claus don't like his girls 

And boys to be up so late ! " 
He says, " And I '11 warrant our star-faced cow, 
He's waiting astride o'the chimney now." 



Down the back of his chair they slide, 
They slide down arm and knee ; 

*' If Santa Claus is indeed outside, 
He shan't be kept for me ! " 

Cry one and all ; and away they go, 

Hurrying, flurrying, six in a row. 
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In the mother's eyes are happy tears 

As she sees them flutter away ; 
" My man," she says, "it is sixteen years 

Since our blessed wedding-day ; 
And I would n't think it but just a year, 
If It was n't for all these children here.*' 



And then they talk of what they will do 

As the years shall come and go ; 
Of schooling for little Molly and Sue, 

And of land for John and Joe ; 
And Dick is so wise, and Dolly so fair, 
" They," says the mother, " will have luck to spare ! " 



" Ay, ay, good wife, that 's clear, that 's clear I " 
Then, with eyes on the cradle bent, 

"And what if he in the wolf-skin here 
Turned out to be President ? 

Just think ! Oh, would n't it be fine, — 

Such fortune for your boy and mine 1 " 



She stopped, — her heart with hope elate, — 

And kissed the golden head ; 
Then, with the brawny hand of her mate 

Folded in hers, she said : 
" Walls as narrow, and a roof as low, 
Have sheltered a President', you know." 
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And then they said they would work and wait, 

The good, sweet-hearted pair. 
You must have pulled the lal<5li-string straight, 

Had you in truth been there, 
Feeling that you were not by leave 
At the settler's hearth that Christmas eve. 

Alicb Gary. 



THE CHRISTMAS SHEAF. 

" XT OW, good- wife, bring your precious hoard," 

i ^ The Norland farmer cried ; 
" And heap the hearth, and heap the board. 

For the blessM Christmas-tide. 

" And bid the children fetch," he said, 

" The last ripe sheaf of wheat, 
And set it on the roof overhead, 

That the birds may come and eat. 

"And this we do for His dear sake, 

The Master kind and good, 
Who, of the loaves He blest and brake, 

Fed ail the multitude." 

Then Fredrica, and Franz, and Paul, 
When they heard their father's words. 

Put up the sheaf, and one and all 
Seemed merry as the birds. 
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Till suddenly the maiden sighed, 

The boys were hushed in fear, 
As, covering all her face, she cried, 

" If Hansei were but here ! " 

And when, at dark, about the hearth 

They gathered still and slow, 
You heard no more the childish mirth 

So loud an hour ago. 

And on their tender cheeks the tears 

Shone in the flickering light ; 
For they were four in other years 

Who are but three to-night. 

And tears are in the mother's tone ; 

As she speaks, she trembles, too : 
*' Come, children, come, for the supper 's done, 

And your father waits for j'ou." 

Then Fredrica, and Franz, and Paul, 

Stood each beside his chair ; 
The boys were comely lads, and tall, 

The girl was good and fair. 

The father's hand was raised to crave 
• A grace before the meat, 

When the daughter spake ; her words were brave, 
But her voice was low and sweet : 
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"Dear father, should we give the wheat 

To all the birds of the air ? 
Shall we let the kite and the raven eat 

Such choice and dainty fare ? 

" For if to morrow from our store 

We drive them not away, 
The good little birds will get no more 

Than the evil birds of prey." 

*' Nay, nay, my child," he gravely said, 
** You have spoken to your shame ; 

For the good, good Father overhead 
Feeds all the birds the same. 

" He hears the ravens when they cry, 

He keeps the fowls of the air ; 
And a single sparrow cannot lie 

On the ground without His care." 

" Yea, father, yea ; and tell me this," — 

Her words came fast and wild, — 
"Are not a thousand sparrows less 

To Him than a single child, — 

** Even though it sinned and strayed from home ? " 

The father groaned in pain 
As she cried, ** Oh, let our Hansel come 

And live with us again ! 
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" I know he did what was not right " — 

Sadly he shook his head ; 
** If he knew I longed for him to-night, 

He would not come," he said. 

" He went from me in wrath and pride ; 

God ! shield him tenderly ! 
For I hear the wild wind cry outside, 

Like a soul in agony.*' 

** Nay, it is a soul ! " oh, eagerly 

The maiden answered then ; 
" And, father, what if it should be he, 

Come back to us again ! " 

She stops, — the portal open flies ; 

Her fear is turned to joy. 
" Hansei ! " the startled father cries ; 

And the mother sobs, ** My boy ! " 

'T is a bowed and humbled man they greet. 

With loving lips and eyes. 
Who fain would kneel at his father's feet, 

But he softly bids him rise ; 

And he says, " I bless thee, O mine own ; 

Yea, and thou shalt be blest ! " 
While the happy mother holds her son 

like a baby on her breast. 

13 
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Their house and love again to share, 

The Prodigal has come ! 
And now there will be no empty chair, 

Nor empty heart in their home. 

And they think, as they see their joy and pride 

Safe back in the sheltering fold, 
Of the Child that was born at Christmas-tide 

In Bethlehem of old. 



And all the hours glide swift away 

With loving, hopeful words, 
Till the Christmas sheaf at break of day 

Is alive with happy birds ! 

Phcebb Gary. 



LITTLE GOTTLIEB. 

A CHRISTMAS STORY. 

ACROSS the German Ocean, 
In a country far from our own, 
Once, a poor little boy, named Gottlieb, 
Lived with his mother alone. 

They dwelt in a part of the village 
Where the houses were poor and small, 

But the house of little Gottlieb 
Was the poorest one of all. 
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He was not large enough tp work, 

And his mother could no more 
(Though she scarcely laid her knitting down) 

Than keep the wolf from the door. 

She had to take their threadbare clothes, 

And turn, and patch, and darn; 
For never any woman yet 

Grew rich by knitting yam. 

And oft at night beside her chair 

Would Gottlieb sit, and plan 
The wonderful things he would do for her 

When he grew to be a man. 

One night she sat and knitted, 

And Gottlieb sat and dreamed. 
When a happy fancy all at once 

Upon his vision beamed. 

'T was only a week till Christmas, 

And Gottlieb knew that then 
The Christ-child, who was born that day, 

Sent down good gifts to men. 

But he said, " He will never find us, 

Our home is so mean and small ; 
And we, who have most need of them. 

Will get no gifts at all." 
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When all at once, a happy light 
Came into his eyes so blue, 

And lighted up his face with smiles, 
As he thought what he could do. 

Next day, when the postman's letters 
Came from all over the land, 

Came one for the Christ-child, written 
In a child's poor, trembling hand. 

You may think he was sorely puzzled 
What in the world to do ; 

So he went to the Burgomaster, 
As the wisest man he knew. 

And when they opened the letter, 
They stood almost dismayed. 

That such a little child should dare 
To ask the Lord for aid. 



Then the Burgomaster stammered. 
And scarce knew what to speak, 

And hastily he brushed aside 
A drop, like a tear, from his cheek. 

Then up he spoke right gruffly. 
And turned himself about : 

**This must be a very foolish boy, 
And a small one, too, no doubt." 
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But when six rosy children 

That night about him pressed, 
Poor, trusting little Gottlieb 

Stood near him, with the rest. 

And he heard his simple, touching prayer, 

Through all their noisy play ; 
Though he tried his very best to put 

The thought of him away. 

A wise and learned man was he. 

Men called him good and just ; 
But his wisdom seemed like foolishness. 

By that weak child's simple trust. 

Now when the morn of Christmas came, 
And the long, long week was done, 

Poor Gottlieb, who scarce could sleep, 
Rose up before the sun. 

And hastened to his mother ; 

But he scarce might speak for fear, 
When he saw her wondering look, and saw 

The Burgomaster near. 

He was n't afraid of the Holy Babe, 

Nor his mother, meek and mild ; 
But he felt as if so great a man 

Had never been a child. 
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Amazed the poor child looked, to find 
The hearth was piled with wood, 

And the table, never full before. 
Was heaped with dainty food. 

Then half to hide from himself the truth. 

The Burgomaster said, 
While the mother blessed him on her knees, 

And Gottlieb shook for dread : 

" Nay, give no thanks, my good dame, 

To such as me for aid ; 
Be grateful to your little son. 

And the Lord, to whom he prayed ! " 

Then turning round to Gottlieb, 

** Your written prayer, you see. 
Came not to whom it was addressed, 

It only came to me I 

** 'T was but a foolish thing you did, 

As you must understand ; 
For though the gifts are yours, you know, 

You have them from my hand." 

Then Gottlieb answered fearlessly. 

Where he humbly stood apart, 
" But the Christ-child sent them all the same ; 

He put the thought in your heart ! " 

Phcebe Cary. 
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THE ORPHAN'S CHRISTMAS-TREE. 

AN orphan boy, with weary feet, 
On Christmas eve, alone, benighted, 
Went through the town from street to street, 

To see the clustering candles lighted 
In homes where happy children meet. 

Before each house he stood, to mark 
The pleasant rooms that shone so fairly, 

The tapers lighted spark by spark. 
Till all the trees were blazins; rarely ; 

And sad his heart was in the dark. 

He wept ; he clasped his hands and cried : 
"Ah, every child to-night rejoices ; 

Their Christmas presents all divide. 
Around their trees, with merry voices ; 

But Christmas is to me denied. 

*'Once with my sister, hand in hand. 
At home, how did my tree delight me ! 

No other tapers shone so grand ; 
But all forget me, none inyite me, 

Here, lonely, in the stranger's land. 

" Will no one let me in, to share 

The light, — to take some corner nigh it ? 
In all these houses can't they spare 

A spot where I may sit in quiet, — 
A little seat among them there 1 
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" Will no one let me in to-night ? 

I will not beg for gift or token ; 
I only ask to see the sight 

And hear the thanks of others spoken, 
And that will be my own delight." 

He knocked at every door and gate ; 

He rapped at window-pane and shutter; 
But no one heard and bade him wait, 

Or came, the " Welcome jn ! " to utter ; 
Their ears were dull to outer fate. 

Each father looked, with eyes that smiled, 
Upon his happy children only ; 

Their gifts the mother's heart beguiled 
To think of them ; none saw the lonely 

Forgotten boy, the orphan child. 

" O Christ-child, holy, kind, and dear ! 

I have no father and no mother, 
Nor friend save Thee, to give me cheer ; 

Be Thou my help, there is no other. 
Since all forget me, wandering here ! " 

The poor boy rubbed his hands so blue, 
His little hands the frost made chilly ; 

His tattered clothes he closer drew, 
And crouched within a corner stilly, 

And prayed, and knew not what to do. 
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Then, suddenly, there shone a h'ght ; 

Along the street, approaching nearer, 
Another child, in garments white, 

Spake as he came — and clearer, dearer 
His voice made music in the night : 

" I am the Christ ! have thou no fear ! 

I was a child in my probation. 
And children unto Me are near ; 
' I hear and heed thy supplication, 
Though all the rest forget thee here. 

" My saving Word to all I bear, 

And equally to each 't is given ; 
I bring the promise of My care 

Here, in the street, beneath the heaven, 
As well as in the chambers there. 

"And here, poor boy, thy Christmas-tree 
Will I adorn, and so make glimmer 

Through all this open space, for thee. 
That those within shall twinkle dimmer, 

For bright as thine they cannot be ! '' 

The Christ-child with His shining hand 
Then pointed up, and lo ! the lustres 

That sparkled there ! He saw it stand, 
A tree, o'erhung with starry clusters 

On all its branches, wide and grand. 
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So far and yet so near ! the night 

Was blazing with the tapers' splendor ; 
What was the orphan boy's delight. 

How heat his bosom warm and tender, 
To see his Christmas-tree so bright ! 

It seemed to him a happy dream ; 

Then from the starry branches bending, 
The angels stooped, and through the gleam 

They lifted him to peace unending, 
They folded him in love supreme. 

The orphan child is now at rest ; 

No father s care he needs, nor mother's ; 
Upon the Christ-child s holy breast, 

All that is here bestowed on others 
He there forgets, where all is best. 

Bayakd Taylor. After "^^oxxbtt. 



GIVEN BACK ON CHRISTMAS MORN. 

(^A mother watches by her sick babe,) 

ROUND about the casement 
Wail the winds of winter, 
Shaking from the frozen eaves 

Many an icy splinter; 
On the hillside, in the hollow. 
Weaving wreaths of snow ; 
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Now in gusts of solemn music 

Lost in murmurs low ; 
Howling now across the wold 

In its shroudlike vastness, 
Like the wolves about a fold, 

In some Alpine fastness, 
Hungered by the cold. 

(The mother sings ) 

** Babe of mine, — babe of mine, 

Must I lose you ? 
Dare I weep if the Divine 

Will should choose you ? — 
Ah, to mourn, as I have smiled, 
At the thought of you, my child I 

Ah, my child, — my child ! 

" Babe of mine, you entwine 

With existence ! 
If one strips the clinging vine, 

There 's resistance. 
Shall not / then — I talk wild. 
Seeing Death so near my child ; — 

Ah, my child, — my child ! 

" Babe of mine, heart's best wine, 

Life's pure essence ! 
Gloomy shadows that define 

Death's near presence, 
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Dim those dear eyes, undefiled 
As God's violets — ah, my child ! 
Ah, my child, — my child ! " 

The imperial purple of the night 

Is spread, wine dark, above, 
But glistens with np gems of light, 

To hint of Heaven's love. 
A sombre pall hangs overhead. 
Fringed with lurid clouds of lead; 
O'er the sleeping world below 
One long wide waste of silent snow. 
And the wind moans drearily 

As it wanders by. 
And the night wanes wearily 

In the starlight sky. 

( The mother sings.) 

" Must the dear eyes close ? 

Must the lips be still? — 
How I love their speech that flows 

Like a wanton rill 1 
Must those cheeks soft-tinged with rose 

PalFid grow and chill ? 
Give her back to me, angel in disguise ! — 
So your mystery I shall learn, yet with tearless ej-es. 
By the pangs, the prayers, 

By the mother's glee ! 
By her hopes, her fears, her cares. 

Give my child to me, — 

Give it back to me ! 
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Quenched the eyes* soft light, 

Hushed the cowslip breath I 
Going, darling, in the night ? 

Spare — oh,^pare her, Death ! 
Dying — is it so ? 
Can my one poor treasure go ? 

Give her back to me, 

Give her back to me ; — 
Or take me too — left alone 
Now my little one is gone ; 

Ah, my child, my child ! " 

Among the clouds that sail overhead 

A yellow radiance is shed ; 

And o'er the hill-tops, wrapt in snow. 

Is borne a tinge of rosy glow, 

Within the air a stir — like wings 

Of angels in their minist'rings. 

A tremulous motion, and a thrill, 

As with faint light the heavens fill, 

Night's sombre clouds are slow withdrawn, 

And Nature cries, " Awake, 't is dawn ! " 

About the lonely casement 

Blows fresh the breath of day ; — 
The mother, in amazement. 

Sees death-glooms fade away ! 
The blue eyes open once again — 

Once more the lips have smiled — 
Her tears fell like the springtime rain — 

God gives her back her child ! 
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(^Footsteps are heard under the window^ 

Hush, there are footsteps on the snow, 
That pause the lattice-pane below ; 
While voices chant the carol-rhymes, 
The Christmas song of olden times. 

(Carollers sing an ancient carol.) 

" Awake, good Christians 1 Long ago 

The shepherds waked at night. 
And saw the heavens with glory glow, 
And angels in the light. 

Hosanna! singHosanna! sing 
Hosanna in the height. 



" New life they told to all on earth, 

New life and blessing bright, 
Forewarning of the Saviour's birth. 
In Bethlehem this night. 
Hosanna ! sing Hosanna ! sing 
Hosanna in the height ! " 



The voices hushed ; the footsteps died 

In distance far aloof ; 
It seemed a blessing did abide 

Upon that silent roof, — 
As far away their cheery singing 
Upon the frpsty air came ringing. 



CHRISTMAS-TIDE, 207 

Among the clouds that sail overhead 

A yellow glory is outspread ; 

And on the hill-tops crowned with snows, 

A rosy blushing radiance grows, 

As wider still the warm light glows ; — 

And flooding daylight falls again 

From cloud to hill, from hill to plain ! 

A golden sea of swimming light 

Poured o'er the sombre shores of night, 

While the glad mother, to her breast 

Her child yet close and closer pressed — 

Her rescued treasure — newly born — 

Her babe — given back on Christmas morn. 

Thomas Hood. 
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THE NEW YEAR. 



THE OLD MAN'S SONG OF THE OLD 

YEAR'S DYING. 

TO sleep ! to sleep ! 't is the old year's dying ; 
Let me sleep till he be dead ; 
Comfort and hope and time are flying, — 

Gladness and youth are fled. 
Year after year has been ushered in, 
So many are lost, there are few to win, — 
But enough for sorrow and toil and sin ; — 
Let me sleep while the old year dies ! 



I like not the passing away from earth 
Of the thing we have watched so long ; 

I cannot welcome the new year's birth 
With the old year's dying song ! 

Wake me at morn when the dust is flung 

On the ancient head that so late was young ; 

If rest may be where the soul is wrung, 

Let me sleep while the old year dies. 
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Rivers of tears have flowed to him, — 

Strong tides of the soul's despair ; 
Many a passionate prayer and hymn 

Been poured on his midnight air. 
Why have we wished that his days were o'er, 
When the life that goes with him returns no more ? 
I shall miss his weary step on the floor ; — 
Let me sleep while the old year dies ! 

Wild pulses are playing in many a heart, 
With the hopes of the dawn to come ; 
For they know not yet of the nights that part 

What the morrow shall never bring home. 
Their new-year friend as the old they greet : 
But mine are the memories sad, though sweet. 
That pass the new guest in life's crowded street ; - 
Let me sleep while the old year dies I 

My heart is bowed, and my eyes are dim, 

And take not the light they gave ; 
Then call me not up to make merry with him 

Who treads on an old man's grave ! 
In the morning light of the life-long year 
The outer mists themselves look clear ; 
But I to the shadow am all too near ; — 

Let me sleep while the old year dies ! 

In the cave of the earth, down fathoms below 

The greenness whereon we stand, 
'T is said that a central fire dolh glow, 

A sealess and burning land ; 
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If deep in the heart such fires abide, 

And the valleys stretch and the currents glide 

That see nd greenness and feel no tide, 

Then — sleep while the old year dies ! 

Perchance, while gleams of the future's light 

On his forehead the new year Wears, 
Ye may not care how the long dread night 

Falls down on the old gray hairs : 
But the veil of the grave-clouds gathers near, 
And the long death-silence lies close to mine ear : 
Oh, I have no joy. in the coming year ; — 

Let me sleep while the old year dies ! 

Eleanor A L. Hbrvby 



**WIND THE CLOCK." 

A NEW-YEAR ODE. 

WIND, O grandsire, wind the clock, 
Thou2:h thy years are running down ; 
Count the hours till death shall knock, 

Win faith's smile to meet his frown — 
Wind the clock, wind the clock, 
Wear the cross and win the crown. 

Wind, O mother, wind the clock, 
Though thy years run brightly still { 

Timely feed thy little flock. 

Ere thy steps go down the hill ! 

Wind the clock, wind the clock, 
Autumn *s near, and winter 's chill ! 
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Wind, fair youth, oh, wind the clock, 
Though thy years run sweet and strong ; 

Soon will come life's battle-shock. 
Drowning Pleasure's siren song; 

Wind the clock, wind the clock, 
Joy is short, remorse is long ! 

Wind, sweet child, oh, wind the clock, 
Though thy years are scarce begun ; 

Tender lambkin of the flock, 
Morning's gold is easy won ! 

Wind the clock, wind the clock. 
For the shadow tracks the sun. 

Wind, prophet, wind the clock, 
Ere the running year be gone ; 

Wisdom's secret stores unlock. 
Meanings of the years unborn ; 

Wind ihe clock, wind the clock, 
Night and morning, wind and warn ! 

W^nd, O Saviour, wind the clock, 
For our lives are running down ! 

One more year, oh, stand and knock, 
One more year delay Thy frown ! 

Wind the clock, wind the clock. 
Fruit may yet the fig-tree crown. 
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MIDNIGHT MASS FOR THE DYING YEAR. 

YES, the Year is growing old, 
And his eye is pale and bleared ! 
Death, with frosty hand and cold, 
Plucks the old man by the beard, 
Sorely, sorely ! 

The leaves are falling, falling. 

Solemnly and slow ; 
Caw! caw! the rooks are calling, 

It is a sound of woe, 
, A sound of woe ! 

Through woods and mountain passes 
The winds, like anthems, roll ; 

They are chanting solemn masses. 
Singing, ** Pray for this poor soul. 
Pray, pray I " 

And the hooded clouds, like friars, 
Tell their beads in drops of rain. 

And patter their doleful prayers ; 
But their prayers are all in vain, 
All in vain ! 

There he stands in the foul weather. 

The foolish, fond Old Year, 
Crowned with wild flowers and with heather, 

Like weak, despised Lear, 
A king, a king ! 
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Then comes the summer-like day, 

Bids the old man rejoice ! 
His joy ! his last ! Oh, the old man gray 

Loveth that ever-soft voice, 
Gentle and low. 



Tq the crimson woods he saith, 
To the voice gentle and low 

Of the soft air, like a daughter's breath, 
** Pray do not mock me so ! 
Do not laugh at me 1 " 

And now the sweet day is dead ; 

Cold in his arms it lies ; 
No stain from its breath is spread 

Over the glassy skies, 
No mist or stain ! 

Then, too, the Old Year dieth. 
And the forests utter a moan, 

Like the voice of one who crieth 
In the wilderness alone, 
" Vex not his ghost ! " 



Then comes, with an awful roar, 
Gathering and sounding on, 

The storm-wind from Labrador, 
The wind Euroclydon, 
The storm-wind ! 
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Howl ! howl ! and from the forest 

Sweep the red leaves away ! 
Would, the sins that thou abhorrest, 

O soul ! could thus decay, 
And be swept away ! 

For there shall come a mightier blast, 

There shall be a darker day ; 
And the stars, from heaven down-cast 
Like red leaves be swept away ! 
Kyrie^ eleyson / 
Christe, eleyson ! 

H. W. LOKGFBLLOW. 



THE DEATH OF THE OLD YEAR, 

FULL knee-deep lies the winter snow, 
And the winter winds are wearily sighing ; 
Toll ye the church-bell sad and slow, 
And tread softly and speak low, 
For the old year lies a-dying ; 
Old year, you must not die ; 
You came to us so readily, 
^ You lived with us so steadily, 
Old year, you shall not die. 

He lieth still : he doth not move; 
He will not see the dawn of day. 
He" hath no other life above, 
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He gave me a friend and a true true-love. 
And the New-year will take 'em away. 

Old year, you must not go ; 

So long as you have been with us, 

Such joy as you have seen with us, 

Old year, you shall not go. 

He frothed his bumpers to the brim ; - 
A jollier year we shall not see. 
But though his eyes are waxing dim, 
And though his foes speak ill of him. 
He was a friend to me. 

Old year, you shall not die ; 

We did so laugh and cry with you, 

1 've half a mind to die with you, 

Old year, if you must die. 

He was full of joke and jest, 

But all his merry quips are o'er, 

To see him die, across the waste 

His son and heir doth ride post-haste, 

But he '11 be dead before. 
' Every one for his own. 

The night is starry and cold, my friend, 
And the New-year blithe and bold, my friend, 
Comes up to take his own. 

How hard he breathes ! over the snow 
1 heard just now the crowing cock. 
The shadows flicker to and fro : 
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The cricket chirps : the light burns low : 
*T is nearly twelve o'clock. 

Shake hands before you die. 

Old year, we '11 dearly rue for you : 

What is it we can do for you ? 

Speak out before you die. 

His face is growing sharp and thin. 
Alack ! our friend is gone. 
Close up his eyes : tie up his chin : 
Step from the corpse, and let him in 
That standeth there alone, 

And waiteth at the door. 

There *s a new foot on the floor, my friend, 

And a new face at the door, my friend, 

A new face at the door. 

Alfred Tennyson. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE; OR, "THE WATCH- 
NIGHT." 

"Awake, Ihou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall 

give thee light." 

THOU that sleepest not afraid. 
Men and angels thee upbraid ; 
Rise, cry, cry to God aloud. 
Ere the swift hours weave thy shroud: 
Oh, for Jesus' sake, 
Wake! 
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Thee full ill doth it beseem 
Through the dark to drowse and dream ; 
In the dead-time of the night 
Here is One can give thee light : 
Oh, for Jesus' sake, 
Wake ! . 

The year passeth — it and all 
God shall take and shall let fall 
Soon, into the whelming sea 
Of His wide eternity : 
Oh, for Jesus' sake, 
Wake! 

Noiseless as the flakes of snow 
The last moments falter and go ; 
The time-angel sent this way 
Sweeps them like a drift away ; 
Oh, for Jesus' sake. 
Wake ! 

Loved and watched of heaven, for whom 
The crowned Saviour there makes room, 
Sleeper, hark ! He calls thee, rise. 
Lift thy head, and raise thine eyes ! 
Now, for Jesus* sake, 
Wake! 

Jean Ingblow. 
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DIRGE FOR THE YEAR. 

ORPHAN hours, the year is dead, 
Come and sigh, come and weep ! 
Merry hours, smile instead, 

For the year is but asleep. 
See, it smiles as it is sleeping, 
Mocking your untimely weeping. 

As an earthquake rocks a corse 

In its coffin in the clay, 
So white Winter, that rough nurse, 

Rocks the death-cold year to-day ; 
Solemn hours ! wail aloud 
For your mother in her shroud. 

As the wild air stirs and sways 
The tree-swung cradle of a child, 

So the breath of these rude days 
Rocks the year : — be calm and mild, 

Trembling hours ; she will arise 

With new love within her eyes. 

January gray is here. 

Like a sexton by her grave ; 
February bears the bier ; 

March with grief doth howl and rave ; 
And April weeps : — but, oh, ye hours. 
Follow with May's fairest flowers. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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THE CLOSING YEAR. 

*nn IS midnight's holy hour, and silence now 

^ Is brooding, like a gentle spirit, o'er 
The still and pulseless world. Hark ! on the winds 
The bell's deep *ones are swelling; 't is the knell • 
Of the departed year. No funeral train 
Is sweeping past ; yet, on the stream and wood, 
With melancholy light, the n:oonbeams rest, 
Like a pale, spotless shroud ; the air is stirred, 
As by a mourner's sigh ; and on yon cloud, 
That floats so stilJ and placidly through heaven, 
The spirits of the seasons seem to stand, 
Young Spring, bright Summer, Autumn's solemn form, 
And Winter with his aged locks, and breathe 
In mournful cadences, that come abroad 
Like the far wind-harp's wild and touching wail, 
A melancholy dirge o'er the dead year. 
Gone from the earth forever. 'T is a time 
For memory and for tears. Within the deep, 
Still chambers of the heart, a spectre dim. 
Whose tones are like the wizard voice of Time, 
Heard from the tomb of ages, points its cold 
And solemn finger to the beautiful 
And holy visions that have passed away, 
And left no shadow of their loveliness 
On the dead waste of life. That spectre lifts 
The coffin-lid of hope, and joy, and love, 
And, bending mournfully above the pale 
Sweet forms that slumber there, scatters dead flowers 
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O'er what has passed to nothingness, s The year 

Has gone, and, with it, many a glorious throng 

Of happy dreams. Its mark is on each brow, 

Its shadow in each heart. In its swift course, 

It waved its sceptre o'er the beautiful, 

And they are not. It laid its pallid hand 

Upon the strong man, and the haughty form 

Is fallen, and the flashing eye is dim. 

It trod the hall of revelry, where thronged 

The bright and joyous, and the tearful wail 

Of stricken ones is heard, where erst the song 

And reckless shout resounded. It passed o'er 

The battle-plain, where sword and spear and shield 

Flashed in the light of midday — and the strength 

Of serried hosts is shivered, and the grass, 

Green from the soil of carnage, waves above 

The crushed and mouldering skeleton. ' It came 

And faded like a wreath of mist at eve ; 

Yet, ere it melted in the viewless air. 

It heralded its millions to their home 

In the dim land of dreams. Remorseless Time, — 

Fierce spirit of the glass and scythe, — what power 

Can stay him in his silent course, or melt 

His iron heart to pity ? On, still on 

He presses, and forever. The proud bird, 

The condor of the Andes, that can soar 

Through heaven's unfathomable depths, or brave 

The fury of the northern hurricane, 

And bathe his plumage in the thunder's home. 

Furls his broad wings at nightfall, and sinks down 

To rest upon his mountain-crag, — but Time 
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.Knows not the weight of sleep or weariness, 
And night's deep darkness has no chain to bind 
His rushing pinion. Revolutions sweep 
O'er earth, like troubled visions o'er the breast 
Of dreaming sorrow ; cities rise and sink, 
Like bubbles on the water ; fiery isles 
Spring, blazing, from the ocean, and go back 
To their mysterious caverns ; mountains rear 
To heaven their bald and blackened cliffs, and bow 
Their tall heads to the plain ; new empires rise. 
Gathering the strength of hoary centuries, 
And rush down like the Alpine avalanche, 
Startling the nations ; and the very stars, 
Yon bright and burning blazonry of God, 
Glitter awhile in their eternal depths. 
And, like the Pleiad, loveliest of their train. 
Shoot from their glorious spheres, and pass away, 
To darkle in the trackless void ; — yet Time — 
Time, the tomb-builder, holds his fierce career, 
Dark, stern, all-pitiless, and pauses not 
Amid the mighty wrecks that strew his path, 
To sit and muse, like other conquerors. 
Upon the fearful ruin he has wrought. 

Gborgb D. Prentics. 

THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 

ANOTHER year ! another year ! 
The unceasing rush of time sweeps on. 
Whelmed in its surges, disappear 
Man's hopes and fears, forever gone ! 
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Oh, no ! forbear that idle tale ! 

The hour demands another strain, 
Demands high thoughts that cannot quail, 

And strength to conquer and retain. 

'T is midnight — from the dark-blue sky 
The stars, which now look down on earth, 

Have seen ten thousand centuries fly. 
And given to countless ages birth. 

And when the pyramids shall fall, 
And, mouldering, mix as dust in air. 

The dwellers on this altered ball 
May still behold them glorious there. 

Shine on ! shine on ! with you I tread 

The march of ages, orbs of light 1 
A last eclipse o'er you may spread. 

To me, to me, there comes no night. 

Oh ! what concerns it him whose way 

Lies upward to the immortal dead. 
That a few hairs are turning gray. 

Or one more year of life has fled ? 

Swift years ! but teach me how to bear. 
To fee] and act with strength and skill. 

To reason wisely, nobly dare. 
And speed your courses as ye will. 

IS 
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When life's meridian toils are done, 
How calm, how rich the twilight glow ! 

The morning twilight of a sun 
Which shines not here on things below. 

But sorrow, sickness, death, the pain 
To leave, or lose wife, children, friends ! 

What then — shall we not meet again 
Where parting comes not, sorrow ends ? 

The fondness of a parent's care, 

The changeless trust which woman gives, 

The smile of childhood, — it is there 
That all we love in them still lives. 

Press onward through each varying hour ; 

Let no weak fears thy course delay; 
Immortal being ! feel thy power, 

Pursue thy bright and endless way. 

Andrews Norton. 



TO THE DYING YEAR. 

A ND thou, gray voyager to the breezeless sea 
-^ * Of infinite Oblivion, speed thou on ! 
Another gift of Time succeedeth thee. 

Fresh from the hand of God ! for thou hast done 
The errand of thy destiny, and none 
May dream of thy returning. Go ! and bear 
Mortality's frail records to thy cold, 
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Eternal prison-house; — the midnight prayer 
Of suffering bosoms, and the fevered care 

Of worldly hearts ; the miser's dream of gold ; 
Ambition's grasp at greatness ; the quenched light 
Of broken spirits ; the forgiven wrong, 
And the abiding curse. Ay, bear along 
These wrecks of thine own making. Lo ! thy knell 
Gathers upon the windy breath of night, 

Its last and faintest echo. Fare thee well ! 

J. G. Whittier. 



1865-1866. 

I STOOD on a tower in the wet, 
And New Year and. Old Year met, 
And winds were roaring and blowing ; 
And I said, *' O years that meet in tears, 
Have ye aught that is worth the knowing ? 
Science enou!;h and exploring, 
Wanderers coming and going, 
Matter enough for deploring. 
But aught that is worth the knowing ? " 
Seas at my feet were flowing, 
Waves on the shingle pouring, 
Old Year roaring and blowing, 
And New Year blowing and roaring. 

Alfred Tennyson. 
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NEW-YEAR CHIMES. 

• 

CLASH ! Clash ! peal the bells ; 
New- Year life their welcome tells, * 

Wealth of sunny days to be. 
Sing the joy-bells gleefully : 
" Golden hours and days we give, 
Hours and days in which to live 
In the ways of truth and right." 
So the bells ring forth with might, 
Heralding a future bright : 

Clash ! Clash ! peal the bells. 

G. Wkathkrly. I 

FROM "IN MEMORIAM." 

LXXXII. 

DIP down upon the northern shore, 
O sweet new-year, delaying long : 
Thou doest expectant nature wrong; 
Delaying long, delay no more. I 

\ 

What stays thee from the clouded noons, 

Thy sweetness from its proper place ? 

Can trouble live with April days, 
Or sadness in the summer moons ? 

i 

I 
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Bring orchis, bring the foxglove spire, 
The little speedwell's darling blue, 
Deep tulips dashed with fiery dew, 

Laburnums, dropping- wells of fire. 

thou, new-year, delaying long, 
Delayest the sorrow in my blqpd, 
That longs to burst a frozen bud, 

And flood a fresher throat with song. 

Alfred Tennyson. 

ANOTHER YEAR. 

THAT this shall be a better year 
Than any passed away, 

1 dare not at its open door 
To wish or hope or pray. 

Not that the years already gone 

Were wearisome and lone ; 
That so with hope too long deferred 

My heart has timid grown. 

Nay, rather that they all have been 

So sweet to me and good. 
That if for better I should ask 

^T would seem ingratitude. 



'&• 



And so with things far off and strange 

I do not care to cope, 
But look in Memory's face and learn 

What largess I may hope. 
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Another year of setting suns, 

Of stars by night revealed, 
Of springing grass, of tender buds 

By winter's snow concealed. 

Another year of summer's glow, 

Of «.utumn's gold and brown, 
Of waving fields and ruddy fruit 

The branches weighing down. 

Another year of happy work, 

That better is than play ; 
Of simple cares, and love that grows 

More sweet from day to day. 

Another year of baby mirth 
And childhood's blessed ways, 

Of thinker's thought and prophet's dream 
And poet's tender lays. 

Another year at Beauty's feast, 

At every moment spread, 
Of silent hours when grow distinct 

The voices of the dead. 

Another year to follow hard 
Where better souls have trod ; 

Another year of life's delight, 
Another year of God. 

John W. Chadwick. 
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" RING OUT, WILD BELLS, TO THE WILD 

SKY." 

RING out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying clotid, the frosty light : 
The year is dying in the night ; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow : 
The year is going, let him go ; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind. 
For those that here we see no more ; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor. 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause. 
And ancient lorms of party strife ; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 

Ring out the want, the care, the sin. 
The faithless coldness of the times; 
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 
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Ring out false pride in place and blood. 
The civic slander and the spite ; 
Ring in the love of truth and right, 

Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease ; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old, 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Ring out the darkness of the land, 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

Tennyson, In Memoriam. 



NEW YEAR'S DAY. 

WHILE the bald trees stretch forth their long 
lank arms. 
And starving birds peck nigh the reeky farms ; 
While houseless cattle paw the yellow field, 
Or coughing shiver in the pervious bield. 
And nought more gladsome in the hedge is seen 
Than the dark holly's grimly glistening green, — 
At such a time the ancient year goes by 
To join its parents in eternity ; 
At such a time the merry year is born, 
Like the bright berry from the naked thorn. 
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The bells ring out ; the hoary steeple rocks — 
Hark ! the long story of a score of clocks ; 
For, once a year, the village clocks agree, — 
E'en clocks unite to sound the hour of glee, 
And every cottage has a light awake. 
Unusual stars long flicker o'er the lake. 
The moon on high, if any moon be there, 
May peep, or wink, no mortal now will care ; 
For 't is the season when the nights are long, — 
There 's time, ere morn, for each to sing his song. 

The year departs, a blessing on its head ; 
We mourn not for it, for it is not dead : 
Dead ? What is that ? a word to joy unknown, 
Which love abhors, and faith will never own ; 
A word whose meaning sense could never find, 
That has no truth in matter nor in mind. 
The passing breezes, gone as soon as felt ; 
The flakes of snow that in the soft air melt ; 
The wave that whitening curls its frothy crest, 
And falls to sleep upon its mother's breast ; 
The smile that sinks into a maiden's eye, — 
They come, they go, they change, they do not die : 
So the Old Year — that fond and formal name — 
Is with us yet, another and the same. 

And are the thoughts that evermore are fleeing ; 
The moments that make up our being's being ; 
The silent workmgs of unconscious love, 
Or the dull hate which clings and will not move, 
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In the dark caverns of the gloomy heart ; 

The fancies wild and horrible, which start 

Like loathsome reptiles from their crankling holes 

From foul, neglected corner of our souls, — 

Are these less vital than the wave or wind, 

Or snow that melts and leaves no trace behind ? 

Oh, let them perish all, or pass away. 

And let our spirits feel a New Year's day ! 

A New Year's day, — 't is but a term of art, 

An arbitrary line upon the chart 

Of Time's unbounded sea, — fond fancy's creature, 

To reason alien, and unknown to nature. 

Nay, 't is a joyful day, a day of hope ! 

Bound, merry dancer, like an antelope ; 

And as that lovely creature, far from man. 

Gleams through the spicy groves of Hindostan, 

Flash through the labyrinth of the mazy dance, 

With foot as- nimble, and as keen a glance. 

And we, whom many New Year's days have told 

The sober truth that we are growing old, 

For this one night — aye, and for many more — 

Will be as jocund as we were of yore. 

Kind hearts can make December blithe as May, 

And in each morrow find a New Year's day. 

Hartley Coleridge. 
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HYMN FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

WHEN to their temple's sacred height 
Thy people went in days of old, 
JSong cheered their road, their camp at night. 
And blessed their tithes and gifts of gold. 

Nor less, O Lord, Thy people now, 
Who 've journeyed through another year, 

Should pay with thankful song their vow. 
And pour their hearts' best offering here. 

Songs for the blessings of the past, — 
For plenty, peace, and freedom given ; 

For sunshine on each pathway cast ; 
For earthly good and hopes of heaven. 

Songs for the brave whose valor wrought 
On bloody fields our triumphs high. 

Songs for the martyred dead who 've taught 
How glorious for our land to die. 

And prayer, too. Lord, that Thou wilt lend 
Thy guidance through the year to come ; 

And all our hearts Thy Spirit send 
To light our way and lead us home. 
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A NEW YEAR'S GIFT. 

THE season now requires a man should send 
Some worthy present to his worthier friend : 
And I (ihough poor in purse) do wear a heart 
That is ambitious to perform a part 
In celebration of this new-born day ; 
And having nothing to present, 1 11 pray 
This year may be to me, as well as you. 
So much more blest than t' other, as more new ; 
And in it so much happiness abound. 
To turn us all to good, yet not turn round. 
And may the sun, that now begins t' appear 
r th' horizon to usher in the year. 
Melt all those fatuous vapors, whose false light 
Purblinds the world, and leads them from the right ; 
And may our Sol like that rise once again, 
Mounted triumphant in a prosperous reign. 
May all the Phaetons that, spite o' th' crown. 
Would guide his chariot, tumble headlong down ; 
So shall the land with happiness be crowned, 
When men turn right, and only years turn round. 

Alexander Brome. 

THE NEW YEARS GIFT. 

ALL white hung the bushes o'er Elaw's sweet 
stream. 
And pale from its banks the long icicles gleam ; 
The first peep of morning just peers through the sky. 
And here, at thy door, gentle Mary, am I. 
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With the dawn of the year, and the dawn of the light, 
The one that best loves thee stands first in thy sight; 
Then welcomed, dear maid, with my gift let me be, 
A ribbon, a kiss, and a blessing for thee I 

Last year, of earth's treasures I gave thee my part, 
The new year before it I gave thee my heart ; 
And now, gentle Mary, I greet thee again. 
When only this hand and a blessing remain ! 

Though Time should run on with his sack full of care, 
And wrinkle thy cheek, maid, and whiten ihy hair, 
Yet still on this morn shall my offering be 
. A ribbon, a kiss, and a blessing for thee 1 

Joanna Baillib. 



AULD LANG SYNE. 

IT singeth low in every heart. 
We hear it each and all, — 
A song of those who answer not, 

However we may call ; 
They throng the silence of the breast, 

We see them as of yore, — 
The kind, the brave, the true, the sweet, 
Who walk with us no more. 

'T is hard to take the burden up, 
When these have laid it down ; 
They brightened all the joy of life, 
' They softened every frown ; 
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But, oh, 't is good to think of them 

When we are troubled sore ! 
Thanks be to God that such have been, 

Although they are no more ! 

More home-like seems the vast unknown, 

Since they have entered there ; 
To follow them were not so hard. 

Wherever they may fare ; 
They cannot be where God is not. 

On any sea or shore ; 
Whate'er betides, Thy love abides, 

Our God, forevermore. 

John W. Chadwick. 

THE NEW YEAR. 

HARK ! the cock crows, and yon bright star 
Tells us the day himself 's not far; 
And see 'vhere, breaking from the night. 
He gilds the western hills with light. 
With him old Janus doth appear. 
Peeping into the future year, 
With such a look as seems to say 
The prospect is not good that way. 
Thus do we rise ill sights to see, 
And Against ourselves to prophesy ; 
When the prophetic fear of things 
A more tormenting mischief brings, 
More full of soul-tormenting gall 
Than direst mischiefs can befall. 
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But stay ! but stay ! methinks my sight, 
Better informed by clearer light, 
Discerns sereneness in that brow, 
That all contracted seemed but now. 
His reversed face may show distaste. 
And frown upon the ills are past ; 
But that which this way looks is clear. 
And smiles upon the new-born year. 
He looks, too, from a place so high, 
The year lies open to his eye ; 
And all the moments open are 
To the exact discoverer. 
Yet more and more he smiles upon 
The happy revolution. 
Why should we then suspect or fear 
The influences of a year, 
So smiles upon us the first morn. 
And speaks us good as soon as born ? 
Plague on 't ! the last was ill enough. 
This cannot but make better proof ; 
Or, at the worst, as we brushed through 
The last, why so we may this too ; 
And then the next in reason should 
Be super-excellently good : 
For the worst ills, we daily see, 
Have no more perpetuity 
Than the best fortunes that do fall ; 
Which also brings us wherewithal 
Longer their being to support, 
Than those do of the other sort : . 
And who has one good year in three, 
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And yet repines at destiny. 
Appears ungrateful in the case, 
And merits not the good he has. 
Then let us welcome the new guest 
With lusty brimmers of the best ; 
Mirth always should good fortune meet, 
And renders e'en disaster sweet ; 
And though the princess turn her back. 
Let us but line ourselves with sack, 
We better shall by far hold out 
Till the next year she iace about 

Charles Cotton. 



FOR A NEW YEAR. 

COME, let us anew our journey pursue. 
Roll round with the year, 
And never stand still till the Master appear ! 

His adorable will let us gladly fulfil. 

And our talents improve. 
By the patience of hope, and the labor of love. 

Our life is a dream, our time as a stream 

Glides swiftly away ; 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay. 

The arrow is flown, the moment is gone ; 

The millennial year 
Rushes on to our view, and eternity's here. 
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Oh that each in the day of His coming may say, 

" I have fought my way through ; 
I have finished the work Thou didst give me to do." 

Oh that each from his Lord may receive the glad word, — 

" Well and faithfully done ! 
Enter into my joy, and sit down on my throne." 

Wesley's Collection. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

THERE is no change upon the air. 
No record in the sky; 
No pall-like snow comes forth to shroud 
The year about to die. 

A few light clouds are on the heaven, 

A few far stars are bright ; 
And the pale moon shines as she shines 

On many a common night. 

Ah, not in heaven, but upon earth. 
Are signs of change exprest ; 

The closing year has left its mark 
On human brow and breast. 

How much goes with it to the grave 
.Of life's most precious things ? 

Methinks each year dies on a pyre, 
Like the Assyrian kings. 

16 
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Affections, friendships, confidence, — 
There 's not a year hath died 

But all these treasures of the heart 
Lie with it side by side. 

The wheels of time work heavily; 

We marvel day by day 
To see how from the chain of life 

The gilding wears away. 

Sad the mere change of fortune's chance, 

And sad the friend unkind ; 
But what has sadness like the change 

That in ourselves we find ? 

I *ve wept my castle in the dust, 

Wept o'er an altered brow ; 
'T is far worse murmuring o'er those tears, 

" Would I could weep them now 1 " 

Oh for mine early confidence. 

Which like that graceful tree 
Bent cordial, as if each approach 

Could but in kindness be ! 

Then was the time the fairy Hope 

My future fortune told, 
Or Youth, the alchemist, that turned 

Whatever he touched to gold. 
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But Hope's sweet words can never be 

What they have been of yore ; 
I am grown wiser, and believe 

In fairy tales no more. 

And Youth has spent his wealth, and bought 

The knowledge he would fain 
Change for forgetfulness, and live 

His dreaming life again. 

I 'm weary, weary ; day-dreams, years, 

1 Ve seen alike depart, 
And sullen Care and Discontent 

Hang brooding o*er my heart. 

Another year, another year, — 

Alas ! and must it be 
That Time's most dark and weary wheel 

Must turn again for me ? 

In vain I seek from out the past 

Some cherished wreck to save ; 
Affection, feeling, hope, are dead, — 

My heart is its own grave. 

L. £. Landon. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. (1850.) 

THIS is the midnight of the century, — hark ! 
Through aisle and arch of Godminster have gone 
Twelve throbs that tolled the zenith of the dark. 
And momward now the starry hands move on ; 
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m 

" Mornward ! " the angelic watchers say, 

'* Passed is the sorest trial ; 

No plot of man can stay 

The hand upon the dial ; 
Night is the dark stem of the lily Day." 

If we, who watched in valleys here below, 

Toward streaks, misdeemed of morn, our faces turned 

When volcan glares set all the east aglow, — 

We are not poorer that we wept and } earned ; 

Though earth swing wide from God's intent. 

And though no man. nor nation 

Will move with full consent 

In heavenly gravitation, 
Yet by one Sun is every orbit bent. 

Jambs Russell Lowell. 



A THOUGHT SUGGESTED BY THE 

NEW YEAR. 

1'^HE more we live, more brief appear 
Our life's succeeding stages ; 
A day to childhood seems a year. 
And years like passing ages. 

The gladsome current of our youth, 

Ere passion yet disorders, 
Steals, lingering like a river smooth 

Along its grassy borders. 
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But, as the care-worn cheek grows wan, 

And sorrow's shafts fly thicker, 
Ye stars, that measure life to man, 

Why seem your courses quicker ? 

When joys have lost their bloom and breath, 

And life itself is vapid, 
Why, as we reach the Falls of death, 

Feel we its tide more rapid ? 

It may be strange, yet who would change 
Time's course to slower speeding. 

When one by one our friends have gone, 
And left our bosoms bleeding ? 

Heaven gives our years of fading strength 

Indemnifying fleetness ; 
And those of Youth, a seeming length. 

Proportioned to their sweetness. 

Campbell. 



THE MASQUE OF THE NEW YEAR. 

" So forth issew'd the Seasons of the ycare." — Spensbr. 

OUT from tower and from steeple rang the sudden 
New Year bells. 
Like the chorusing of genii in aerial citadels ; 
And, as they chimed and echoed overthwart the gulfs 

of gloom, 
Lo, a brilliance burst upon me, and a Masque went 
througli the room. 
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First, the young New Year came forward like a little 

dancing child, 
And his hair was as a glory, and his eyes were bright 

and wild ; 
And he shook an odorous torch, and he laughed but 

did not speak, 
And his smile went softly rippling through the roses 

of his cheek. 

Round he looked across his shoulder : and the Spirit 

of the Spring 
Entered slowly, moved before me, paused and lingered 

ofi the wing ; 
And she smiled and wept together, with a dalliance 

quaint and sweet. 
And her tear-drops changed to flowers underneath her 

gliding feet. 

Then a landscape opened outwards, broad brown 

woodlands stretched away 
In the luminous blue distance of a windy clear March 

day ; 
And at once the branches kindled with a light of 

hovering green, 
And grew vital in the sunshine as the spirit passed 

between. 

« 

Birds flashed about the copses, striking sharp notes 

through the air ; 
Danced the lambs within the meadows ; crept the 

snake from out his lair ; 
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Soft as shadow sprang the violets, thousands seeming 

but as one ; 
Flamed the crocuses beside them, like gold droppings 

of the sun. 

And the Goddess of the Spring — that spirit tender and 

benign — 
Squeezed a vapory cloud which vanished into heaven's 

crystal wine ; 
And she faded in the distance where the thickening 

leaves were piled — 
And the New Year had grown older, and no longer 

was a child. 

II. 

Summer, shaking languid roses from his dew- 
bedabbled hair, 

Summer, in a robe of green, and with his arms and 
shoulders bare, 

Next came forward ; and the richness of his pageants 
filled the eye ; 

Breadths of English meadows basking underneath the 
happy sky. 

Long grass swaying in the playing of the almost 

wearied breeze ; 
Flowers bowed beneath a crowd of the yellow-armored 

bees ; 
Sumptuous forests filled with twilight, like a dreamy 

old romance, 
Rivers falling, rivers calling, in their indolent advance ; 
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Crimson heath-bells making regal all the solitary 

places ; 
Dominant light, that pierces down into the deep blue 

water spaces ; 
Sun-uprisings, and sun-settings, and intensities of 

noon ; 
Purple darkness of the midnight, and the glory of the 

moon ; 

Rapid, rosy-tinted lightnings, where the rocky clouds 

are riven, 
Like the lifting of a veil before the inner courts of 

heaven ; 
Silver stars in azure evenings, slowly climbing up the 

steep ; 
Cornfields ripening to the harvest, and the wide seas 

smooth with sleep. 

Circled with those living splendors, summer passed 

from out my sight; 
Like a dream that filled with beauty all the caverns of 

the night ! 
And the vision and the presence into empty nothing 

ran — 
And the New Year was still older, and seemed now a 

youthful man. 

III. 

Autumn ! forth from glowing orchards stepped be 

gayly in a gown 
Of warm russet freaked with gold, and with a vision 

sunny brown ; 



i 
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On his head a rural chaplet, wreathed with heavily 
drooping grapes, 

And broad shadow-casting vine leaves like the Bac- 
chanalian shapes. 

Fruits and berries rolled before him from the year's 

exhausted horn ; 
Jets of wine went spinning upwards, and he held a 

sheaf of corn ; 
And he laughed for very joy, and he danced from too 

much pleasure, 
And he sang old songs of harvest, and he quaffed a 

mighty measure. 

But above this wild delight an overmastering graveness 

rose, 
And the fields and trees seemed thoughtful in their 

absolute repose ; 
And I saw the woods consuming in a many-colored 

death, — 
Streaks of yellow flame down-deepening through the 

green that lingereth. 

Sanguine flashes, like a sunset, and austerely shadow- 
ing brown ; 

And I heard, within the silence, the nuts sharply rat- 
tling down ; 

And I saw the long dark hedges all alight with scarlet 
fire, 

Where the berries, pulpy-ripe, had spread their bird- 
feasts on the briar. 
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I beheld the southern vineyards, and the hop-grounds 
of our land, 

Sending gusts of fragrance outwards, nearly to the 
salt sea strand ; 

Saw the windy moors rejoicing in their tapestry of 
fern, 

And the stately weeds and rushes, that to dusty dry- 
ness turn. 

Autumn walked in glee and triumph over mountain, 

wood, and plain. 
And he looked upon their richness as a king on his 

domain ; 
All too soon he waned and vanished over misty heath 

and meres — 
And the New Year stood beside me" like a man of 

fifty years. 

IV. 

In a foggy cloud obscurely, entered Winter, ashy pale ; 
And his step was hard and heavy, and he wore an icy 

mail ; 
Blasting all the path before him, leapt a black wind 

from the north, 
And from stinging drifts of sleet he forged the arrows 

of his wrath. 

Yet some beauty still was found, for when the fogs 

had passed away. 
The wide lands came glittering forward in a fresh and 

strange array ; 
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Naked trees had got snow foliage, soft and feathery 
and bright, 

And the earth looked dressed for heav^ in its spir- 
itual white. 

Black and cold as iron armor lay the frozen lakes and 
streams ; 

Round about the fenny plashes shone the long and 
pointed gleams 

Of the tall reeds, ice-encrusted ; the old hollies, jewel- 
spread. 

Warmed the white marmoreal chillness with an ar- 
dency of red. 

Upon desolate morasses stood the heron like a ghost, 
Beneath the gliding shadows of the wild fowls' noisy 

host ; 
And the bittern clamored harshly from his nest among 

the sedge 
Where the indistinct dull moss had blurred the rugged 

water's edge. 

But the face of Winter softened, and his lips broke into 
smiles. 

And his heart was filled with radiance as from far- 
enchanted isles ; 

For across the long horizon came a light upon the 
way, — 

The light of Christmas fires, and the dawning of new 
day. 
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And Winter moved not onward like the rest, but made 

a stand, 
And took th% Spirit of Christmas, as a brotiier, by the 

hand ; 
And together toward the heavens a great cry of joy 

they sent — 
And the New Year was the Old Year, and his head 

was gray and bent. 

Then another New Year entered, like another dancing 

child, 
With his tresses as a glory, and his glances bright 

and wild ; 
And he flashed his odorous torch, and he laughed out 

in the place. 
And his soul looked forth in joy and made a sunshine 

on his face. 

Out from spire and from turret pealed the sudden 

New Year bells, 
Like the distant songs of angels in their fields of 

asphodels ; 
And that lustrous child went sparkling to his aged 

father's side, 
And the New Year kissed the Old Year, and the Old 

v^-r eentlv died. 
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THE YEAR'S BIOGRAPHY. 

THE year is old, but his dress is gay ; 
*T is red and yellow and green. 
*T is brighter than when he sleeping lay 

In the arms of Winter, I ween. 
Old Winter his nurse covered him o'er 

With a pale white quilt of snow, 
And crisped with frost was the cap he wore, 

Though without a ruffle or bow ; 
And when he began to go alone, 

He dressed in violet blue, 
Or a snow-drop robe was o'er him thrown. 

Or one of the buttercup's hue. 
But though he was young, none called him gay, 

And the wild birds loved him well ; 
With them and with butterflies he would play 

Forever o'er hillock and dell. 
But o'er the young year there came a change, 

He knew he was growing old ! 
How cross he felt, and wicked and strange, 

If the truth must all be told. 
Then he dressed himself in colors bright, 

In purple, red, green, and gold, 
As we often see an aged wight 

Trying to look and seem less old. 
Then he called the birds, his former friends, 

But frightened they flew away ; 
Weil-merited scorn ever attends 

Such attempts to disguise decay. 
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Then in a passion was old King Year ! 

He withered each blooming flower, 
Lest it more bright than he might appear ; 

And abroad in each garden bower 
He shook the leaves in thick showers down, 

And laughed at the trees' distress. 
So vexed was he that the birds had flown, 

Nor stopped to admire his bright dress ; 
And then he thought he 'd look at himself: 

He bent him over a lake. 
But thought he saw there a frightful old elf, 

Not the image his form would make. 
He froze up the lake and went away. 

But grew sick and took to his bed. 
His nurse at his side refused to stay, 

Because, as malicious ones said, 
Madame Century had paid her well 

To come at the New Year's birth ! 
So the poor OUi Vear, — oh, sad to tell ! — 

Uncared for, soon passed from the earth. 

Lydia> L- a. Very 



€a0ter*€(De» 



EASTER-TIDE. 



EASTER MORNING. 

A GENTLE tumult in the earth, 
A murmur in the trees, 
An odor faint, but passing sweet. 

Upon the morning breeze, — 
The heralds these, whom thou dost send, 

Dear spring, that we may know 
How soon the land, from side to side, 
Shall with thy beauty glow. 



And 't is by tokens faint as these, 

O Truth that makest free I 
That thou dost give assurance strong 

Of bettef things to be : 
Of higher faith and holier trust ; 

Of love more deep and wide ; 
Of hope, whose anchor shall not break. 

Whatever storms betide ! 

17 
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O Truth of God, it is not ours 

Thy summer to foretell, 
Not ours to taste the fruit which now 

Doth in the blossom swell ; 
But we are glad, and free of heart, 

That we Thy spring have known : 
Well speed the days whose sweetest praise 

Is to be called Thine own. 

John W. Chadwick. 



AN EASTER SONG. 

OUT of dust and darkness comes a cry of passion, 
Out of loss and sorrow wakes a sudden thrill. 
Sick we are and weary of life's hollow fashion ; 
Hear us. Lord, and answer ! Dost Thou slumber 
still ? 

Heavy fall the shadows on the dim horizon. 
Veiled the starry eyes from wistful eyes below ; 

Cold and still Thou liest in Thine earthly prison : 
Whither, Lord and Master, whither shall we go ? 

Surely we have trusted, — turned in faith and meekness 
To the arms extended and the thorn-crowned brow ; 

But, alas ! Thou knowest all our human weakness. 
Faint are we and fearful, — wilt Thou leave us now ? 
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Harder weighs the burden on Thy toiling creatures, 
Faster crowd the evils Thou alone canst cure ; 

Through the time-mists dimmer shine Thy gracious 
features, — 
Ah ! the need is greater; is the hope as sure ? 

Fainting by the wayside, lo, we turn and listen ; 

Through our Lent of longing lift we weary eyes : 
Will the Easter dawning once more gleam and glisten ? 

Will the Christ we wait for yet once more arise ? 

Lo, the strange new voices ! lo, the scoffer's whisper : 
" He in whom you trusted passeth like the rest ; 

Sigh of aged mourner, breath of infant lisper, — 
Nought shall stir an echo in that silent breast I " 

Lord, the peril presses ! Lord, the night-wrack deeper 
Gathers o'er the pathway, rough for mortal feet: 

Holds the sealed gravestone still its pallid sleeper ? 
Is the tale of human sorrows incomplete ? 

Peace ! the deep gloom brightens ! See through yon 
dim distance 

Gleams a glow of glory, wakes a sudden ray I 
Lo, the gracious guerdon of Faith's sweet persistence ! 

Lo, the gentle dawning of Love's Easter day ! 

Hark I the anthem answers ; listen ! fast and faster 
Swells a psalm whose chorus angels shout abroad : 

" Come, O Lord undying ! Hail, O mighty Master ! 
Lo, the risen Saviour ! Lo, the Christ of God ! " 

Barton Grby. 
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AN EASTER ODE. 

THE calm of blessed night 
Is on Judaea's hills ; 
The full-orbed moon with cloudless light 

Is sparkling on their rills : 
One spot above the rest 

Is still and tranquil seen, 
The chamber as of something blest, 
Amidst its bowers of green. 



Around that spot each way 

The figures ye may trace 
Of men-at-arms in grim array 

Girding the solemn place ; 
But other bands are there, 

And, glistening through the gloom, 
Legions of angels bri'ght and fair 

Throng to that wondrous tomb. 



" Praise be to God on high ! 

The triumph-hour is near ; 
The Lord hath won the victory. 

The foe is vanquished here ! 
Dark grave, yield up the dead ; 

Give up thy prey, thou earth ! 
In death He bowed His sacred head, 

He springs anew to birth ! 



(* 
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** Sharp was the wreath of thorns 

Around His suffering brow ; 
But glory rich His head adorns, 

And angels crown Him now. 
Roll yonder rock away 

That bars the marble gate ; 
And gather we in bright array 

To swell the Victor's state ! 

" Hafl, hail, hail ! 

The Lord is risen indeed ! 
The curse is made of none avail ; 

The sons of men are freed ! " 

Henry Alford. 



CHRIST HATH RISEN. 

'"I'^HE foe behind, the deep before, 

*- Our hosts have dared and passed the sea ; 
And Pharaoh's warriors strew the shore, 
And Israel's ransomed tribes are free. 
Lift up, lift up your voices now ! 
The whole world rejoices now ! 
The Lord hath triumphed gloriously ! 
The Lord shall reign victoriously ! 
Happy morrow. 
Turning sorrow 

Into peace and mirth ! 
Bondage ending. 
Love descending 
O'er the earth ! 
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Seals assuring, 
Guards securing, 

Watch his earthly prison ; 
Seals are shattered, 
Guards are scattered, 

Christ hath risen ! 



No longer must the mourners weep, 

Nor call departed Christians dead ; 
For death is hallowed into sleep, 
And every grave becomes a bed, 
Now once more 
Eden's door 
Open stands to mortal eyes : 
For Christ hath risen, and men shall rise ; 
Now at last, 
Old things past, 
Hope and joy and peace begin; 
For Christ hath won, and man shall win. 



It is not exile, rest on high ; 

It is not sadness, peace from strife ; 
To fall asleep is not to die ; 
To dwell with Christ is better life. 
Where our banner leads us, 

We may safely go ; 
Where our Chief precedes us, 
We may face the foe. 
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His right arm is o'er us, 

He will guide us tlirough : 
Christ hath gone before us ; 

Christians ! follow you ! 

^ John Mason Nealb. 



RESURGAM. 

LOW, still, unutterably weak, 
In human helplessness, more helpless than 
The smallest of God's other creatures can 
Be left, I lie and do not speak. 
Walls rise and close 
Around. No warning shows 
To me, who am but blind, which wall 
Will shelter, and which one will fall 

And crush me in the dust, 
Not that I sinned, but that it must. 
Each hour, within my heart, some sweet hope dies. 

Each night the dead form lies 
Of some fair purpose which I could not save, 
Ready for day to carry out and hide 
In a dishonored grave. 
My strongest will 
Finds stronger fate stand side by side 
With it; its utmost efforts conquering still 
With such swift might, the dust in which I lie 
Scarce quivers with my struggle and my pain, 
Scarce echoes with my cry. 
Grief comes and passes by, 
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And Joy comes hand in hand 
With Grief, each bearing crowns with buds of snow, 

Both laying crowns upon my head. 
Soon as the buds are open, it were vain 
To try to separate or understand — 
No sense of mine can feel or know — 
Which flowers the hand of Joy has shed, 
And which the hand of Pain, 
Therefore I do not choose ; 
Fearing, desiring equally from each, 
I wait, I do not dare refuse. 
Only one sound can reach 
Me where I lie, can stir my veins, 
Or make me lift my eyes. 
That sound drops from the skies, 
A still small voice, — round it great silence lies : 
" Not one of all these things remains, 
Thou shalt arise ! " 

Somewhere on earth, 

Marked, sealed, mine from its hour of birth, 
A stairway lies, down which I shall descend. 
And pass through a dark gate, which at my name, 
And at no other, will swing back and close. 

Where lies this stairway no man knows. 
No man has even wondered. Only I 

Remember it continually. 
Spring never came. 
Her grasses setting, that I did not bend 

Low in the fields, saying : " Lend 

But part trust, O Summer ! Many graves, 
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Before this sweet grass waves 
Half grown, must open. Ah ! will reapers reap 

Harvest from my low resting-place 
This year ? Or will the withered sods and I 
Lifeless together lie, 
With silent, upturned face, 
Before the autumn winds sweep by ? " 
And when the winter snows lie deep, 

I think, " How hard to find, 
Just now, those hidden stairs that wind 
For me ! " The time must near the end. 
Perhaps for those I leave behind, 
More sad to see the snow. But its pure white, 
I think, would shed a little light. 
And stretch like alabaster skies 
Above the stairway dark I must descend. 
That I may rise. 

Somewhere on earth, 
Marked, sealed, mine from its hour of birth, 
There lies a shining stone, 
My own. 
Perhaps it still is in the quarry's hold. 
Oh ! Pine-tree, wave in winter's cold 
Swifter above it ; in the summer's heat 
Drop spices on it, thick and sweet ; 
Quicken its patient crystals' growth. 
Oh ! be not loath. 
Quarry and Pine, 
And stir of birds in the still North, 
And suns that shine, — 
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Give up my smooth white stone ! Hasten it forth. 
My soul in bondage lies; 
I must arise. 

Perhaps upon the shining stone, 

My own, 
Even to-day the hammers ring. 
The workman does not sing. 
He is a lover and he has a child ; 
To him a gravestone is a fearful thing. 

He has not smiled 
Since under his strong hands the white stone came, 
Though he is slow and dull, 
And could not give a name 
To thoughts which fill his heart too full 
Of prophecy and pain. 
O workman, sing ! See how the white dust flies 
And glistens in the sunny air. 
No grain but counts ; 
Some fair spot grows more fair 
I?y it, each moment. In the skies. 
My moment must be near. 
Workman, there is on earth no loss, no waste. 
Sing loud, and make all haste ; 
I must arise. 

Perhaps even now the shining stone. 
My own, 

Stands ready, — arch and base, 

And chiselled hnes, and space 
For name all done ; and vesterday 
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Some sorrowing ones stood round it silently, 
And looked at it through tears, 
But passed it by, 
Saying, with trembling lips, " No, no ! 
For stone more beautiful than this we seek. 
Sculptof, dost thou not know 
What lines will make the marble show 
A deeper grief ? " Ah ! mourners, speak 
In lower voice. Ye do not see 

What presence guards 
The stone. More than ye dream retards 
Your will. The stone waits there for me. 
My soul in bondage lies; 
I must arise. 

Then, when I have descended, and the stone 

Above the stairway has been set, 
The tears of those who reckoned me their own 
A little space will wet 

The grass ; but soon all saddened days 
Count up to comforted and busy years : 

All living men must go their ways 
And leave their dead behind. The tideless light 
Of sun and moon and stars, — silence of night 
And noise of day, and whirling of the great 

Round world itself, — yea. 
All things which are and are not work to lay 
The dead away. 

The crumbling of the stone, more late, 

The sinking of the little mound 
To unmarked level, where with noisy sound 
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Roam idle and unwitting feet, 
Least token are and smallest part 
Of the oblivion complete 
Which wraps a human grave ; 
And unto me, the hour when the last heart 
Has ceased to save 
My memory, the year 
That sees my white stone lying low, 
The century that sees the grave mound grow, 
Free of my dust, to solid earth again. 
Made ready for new dead, — all these will be 
Alike to me, 
Alike uncounted will remain. 
Their sound I shall not hear 
As I arise. 
They mark no moments in the skies 
Through which I mount. As constant as God's law, 
Bearing all joy and grief my first years saw, 
Even my babyhood, — 
Bearing all evil and all good 
Of ripest age, — nowise 
Escaping and nowise forgetting one 
Of all the actions done, — 
And bearing all that lies 
In utmost law for me, — all God*s great will. 
All God's great mercy, — still 
I shall arise. 

The fool asks, " With what flesh ? in joy or pain ? 
Helped or unhelped ? and lonely, or again 
Surrounded by our earthly friends ? " 
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I know not ; and I glory that I do 
Not know ; that for Eternity's great ends 
God counted me as worthy of such trust, 
That I need not be told. 
I hold 
That if it be 
Less than enough to any soul to know 
Itself immortal, immortality 
In all its boundless spaces will not find 
A space designed 
So small, so low, 
That to a fitting home such soul can go. 
Out to the earthward brink 
Of that great tideless sea 
Light from Christ's garments streams. 
Cowards who fear to tread such beams 
The angels can but pity when they sink. 
Believing thus, I joy although I lie in dust ; 
I joy, not that 1 ask or choose, 
But simply that I must. 
I iQve and fear not ; and I cannot lose, 
One instant, this great certainty of peace. 
Long as God ceases not, I cannot cease ; 
I must arise. 

H. H. 
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A FUNERAL MARCH. 



I. 



Y'ES, all is ready now ; the door and gate 
Have opened this last time for him, more wide 
Than is their wont ; no longer side by side 
With us he passes out ; we follow, meek, 
And weeping at his pomp, which is not pride, 
And which he did not seek. 
We cannot speak. 
Because we loved him so ; we hesitate. 
And cling and linger and in vain belate 
Their feet who bear him. 
Slow, slow, slow, 
With every fibre holding back, we go ; 
And cruel hands, while we are near, 

And weep afresh to hear. 
Have shut the door and shut the gate. 

II. 

The air is full of shapes 

We do not see, but feel, — 
Ghosts which no death escapes, 
No sepulchre can seal, — 
Ghosts of forgotten things of joy and grief, 

And ghosts of things which never were. 
But promised him to be ; they may defer 

Their pledges now : his unbelief 
Is justified. Oh, why did they abide 
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This time, these restless ghosts, which glide, 
Accompanying him ? Can they go in 
Unquestioned, and confront him in the grave, 

And answers win 
From dead lips which the live lips never gave ? 
Will they return across the churchyard gate 
With us, weeping with us, " Too late ! too late ! " 

Or are they dead, as he is dead ? 

And when the burial rites are said. 
Will they lie down, the resurrection to await ? 

III. 

With dumb, pathetic look the poor beasts go 
At unaccustomed pace to suit our woe ; 

Uncomprehending equally 
Or what a grief or what a joy may be. 

House after house where life makes glad 
We bear him past, who all of life has had ; 

And men's and women's wistful eyes 
Look out on us in sorrow and siirprise. 
For all men are of kin to one who dies. 

IV. 

Eager the light grass bends 
To let us pass, but springs again and waves 
To hide our footsteps ; not a flower saves 
Its blossoming, or sends 
One odor less, as we go by ; 
And never seemed the shining sky 
So full of birds and songs before. 
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Whole tribes of yellow butterflies 

Dart mockingly, and wheel and soar, 

Making it only seem the more 
Impossible, this human death which lies 

Silent beneath their dance who live t 

One day and die. Noiseless and swift, | 

Winged seeds come through the air, and drift ' 

Down on the dead man's breast. 

They shall go with him into rest. 
And in th& resurrection of the spring 

To his low grave shall give 
The beauty of some green and flowering thing. 



V. 

The glittering sun moves slowly overhead : 
It seems in rhythmic motion with our tread, 
Confronting us with its relentless, hot, 
Unswerving, blinding ray ; 
Then, sparing not 
One subtle torture, it makes haste to lay 
A ghastly shadow all along the way 
Of formless, soundless wheel and lifeless plume, 
All empty shapes in semblance of our gloom, 

Creeping along at our slow pace, 
Not for one moment nor in any place 
Forsaking us, nor ceasing to repeat 
In taunting lines the faltering of our feet; 
Laying, lifting, in a mocking breath. 
Mocking shadows of the shadow of Death. 
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VI. 



But now comes silent Joy, anointing 
With sudden, firm, and tender hand 
Our eyes ;. anointed with this clay 
Of burial earth, we see how stand 
Around us, marshalled under God's appointing, 
Such shining ones as on no other day 
Descend. We see, with a majestic face. 
Of love ineffable. One walking in chief place 
Beside the dead, — High Priest 
Of his salvation, King 
Of his surrender, comrade till life ceased. 
Saviour from suffering, — 
O sweet, strong, loving Death ! 
With yearning, pitying breath. 
He looks back from his dead to us, and saith, 
" Oh mine who love me not, what filled 
Your hearts with this strange fear ! 
Could ye but hear 
The new voice of this man whom I have willed 

To set so free, to make 
Him subject in my kingdom, for the sake 
Of being greater king than I, 
Reigning with Christ eternally ! " 

VII. 

Closer and closer press the shining ones ; 
Clearer and clearer grow the notes 
Of music from the heavenly throats. 

18 
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We see the gleaming of the precious stones 
Which set the Gate of Life. Kings' sons 
Throng out to meet the man we bring ; 
We hear his voice in entering : 
" Oh ! see how all these weep 
Who come with me ! 
Must they return ? 
Oh ! send swift messenger to Christ, and see 
If he will bid you keep 
Them too ! " 
Scarce we discern 
From distant heaven, where Christ sits and hears, 
The tender whispered voice, in which he saith, 
" My faithful servant, Death, is Lord of death ; 
My days must be a thousand years." 

VIII. 

The Gate of Life swings close. All have gone in ; 
Majestic Death, his freedman following ; 
And all those ghostly shapes, the next of kin. 
Their deeds, which were and were not, rendering ; 
And tender Joy and Grief, 
Bearing in one pale sheaf 
Their harvest ; and the shining ones who come 
And go continually. 
Alone and silently 
We take the road again that leads us home. 
The mother has no more a son ; 
The wife no husband ; and the child 
No father. Yet around the woman's days 



f 
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Immortal loverhood lights blaze 
Of deathless fires ; and never mother smiled 
Like her who smiles forever, seeing one 
Immortal child, for whom immortal fatherhood 
i Beseeches and receives eternal good. 

And days that were not full are filled ; 
And with triumphant breath, 
Mighty to cheer and save. 
The voices ring which once were stilled, 
The pulses beat which once were chilled : 
'*Life is the victory of the grave, 
Christ is Lord of the Lord of Death ! " 

H. H. 



"THE MORNING PURPLES ALL THE SKY." 

THE morning purples all the sky. 
The air with praises rings ; 
Defeated hell stands sullen by. 

The world exulting sings : 
" Glory to God ! " our glad lips cry ; 

" All praise and worship be 
On earth, in heaven, to God Most High, 
For Christ's great victory ! " 

While He, the King all strong to save. 

Rends the dark doors away, 
And through the breaches of the grave 

Strides forth into the day. 
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*» Glory to God ! " our glad lips cry ; 

" All praise and worship be 
On earth, in heaven, to God Most High, 

For Christ's great victory ! " 

Death's captive, in his gloomy prison 

Fast fettered, He has lain ; 
But He has mastered death — is risen, 

And death wears now the chain. 
** Glory to God ! " our glad lips cry ; 

" All praise and worship be 
On earth, in heaven, to God Most High, 

For Christ's great victory ! " 

The shining angels cry, ** Away 

With grief ; no spices bring ; 
Not tears, but songs, this joyful day. 

Should greet the rising King ! " 
" Glory to God ! " our glad lips cry ; 

" All praise and worship be 
On earth, in heaven, to God Most High, 

For Christ's great victory I '* 

That Thou our Paschal Lamb mayst be, 

And endless joy begin, 
Jesus, Deliverer, set us free 

From the dread death of sin. 
" Glory to God ! " our glad lips cry ; 

" All praise and worship be 
On earth, in heaven, to God Most High, 

For Christ's great victory." 

A. R. Thompson. 
Based on the Latin of the Breviary, 
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"JESUS, MY REDEEMER, LIVES." 

Louisa Henrietta, Electress of Brandenburg, daughter of Frederick 
Henry, Prince of Orange, was bom at The Hague, Nov. x6, 1627, and 
died June 18, 1667. She was married to Frederick William, Elector of 
Brandenbuig, in 1646. This hymn was written after the death of her 
first-bom. Her third child was afterwards Frederick I., Kiug of Prussia. 

JESUS, my Redeemer, lives ! 
Christ, my trust, is dead no more ! 
In the strength this knowledge gives, 

Shall not all my fears be o'er, — 
Calm, though death's long night be fraught 
Still with many an anxious thought ? 



Jesus, my Redeemer, lives. 
And His life I soon shall see : 

Bright the hope this promise gives ; 
Where He is, I too shall be. 

Shall I fear then ? Can the Head 

Rise and leave the members dead ? 



Close to Him my soul is bound. 
In the bonds of hope enclasped ; 

Faith's strong hand this hold hath found, 
And the Rock hath firmly grasped. 

Death shall ne'er my soul remove 

From her refuge in Thy love. 
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I shall see Him with these eyes, 
Him whom I shall surely know ; 

Not another shall I rise ; 

With His love my heart shall glow ; 

Only there shall disappear 

Weakness in and round me here. 



\ 



Ye who suffer, sigh, and moan, 

Fresh and glorious there shall reign ; 

Earthly here the seed is sown, 
Heavenly it shall rise again ; 

Natural here the death we die, 

Spiritual our life on high. 



Body, be thou of good cheer, 
In thy Saviour's care rejoice ; 

Give not place to gloom and fear. 
Dead, thou yet shalt know His voice, 

When the final trump is heard, 

And the deaf, cold grave is stirred. 



Laugh to scorn, then, death and hell ; 

Fear no more the gloomy grave ; 
Caught into the air to dwell 

With the Lord who comes to save, 
We shall trample on our foes, 
Mortal weakness, fear, and woes. 
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Only see ye that your heart 

Rise betimes from earthly lust ; 
Would ye there with Him have part, 

Here obey your Lord and trust. 
Fix your hearts beyond the skies, 
Whither ye yourselves would rise ! 

Louisa Henrietta, EUctress of Brandenlmrg^ 1653 
Translated by QKr^KKitiK Wink worth, 1855. 



EASTER. 

** Blessed be the Lord forevermore. Amen, and Amen." 

IN the valleys of Immanuel's land, 
Are there high-days, holier than the rest ? 
One another, with salutingjs bland, 

Greet the saints upon the birthday blest ? 
In ImmanuePs land, so far away. 
If they keep e'en now their Easter day 
Alleluias, none can reach our ken ; 
Yet, earth, make sweet thine answer — " Amen." 

There, it may be sometime from His throne 
Coming down, Immanuel walks the shade; 

Saints beneath thie palm-trees, one by one. 
Hear a man's sweet voice, no whit afraid, 

Making mention of His sojourn here ; 

Then all angels sing in joyance clear 

Alleluias. Oh, they pass our ken ; 

Yet, earth, make sweet thine answer — "Amen." 
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Sweetly now ImmanuePs voice may sound ; 

" As upon this day in Salem old, 
Me My sorrowing mother, Mary, found 

'Mid the Father's courts of beaten gold ; 
When a child I knew not all My part, 
And desired it of My Father's heart." 
Alleluias sang the angels then ; 

earth, make sweet thine answer — " Amen." 

Or it may be He is heard to speak 

While the winds of heaven about Him blow, 

Looking down from some high, glorious peak 
On the far-off earth that spins below : 

" There, as on this day My work is o'er, 

1 slept to God and woke to sleep no more." 
Alleluias sang the angels then : 

O earth, make sweet thine answer — " Amen." 

Jban Ingblow. 



'*COME, AND LET US DRINK OF THAT 

NEW RIVER." 

COME, and let us drink of that new river, 
Not from barren rock divinely poured, 
But the fount of life that is forever 
From the sepulchre of Christ the Lord. 

All the world hath bright illumination, — 
Heaven and earth, and things beneath the earth : 

'T is the festival of all creation ; 

Christ hath risen. Who gave creation birth. 
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Yesterday with Thee in burial lying, 
Now to-day with Thee arisen, I rise ; 

Yesterday the partner of Thy dying, 
With Thyself upraise me to the skies. 

St. John Damascene Third Ode m his Easter Canon, 
Translated by JiVL, Nb^lb. 



"LET US RISE IN EARLY MORNING." 

T ET us rise in early morning, 

-*— ' And, instead of ointments, bring 

Hymns of praises to our Master, 

And His resurrection sing ; 
We shall see the Sun of Justice, 

Risen with healing on His wing. 

Thy unbounded loving-kindness, 
They that groaned in Hades' chain, 

Prisoners, from afar beholding, 
Hastened to the light again ; 

And to that eternal Pascha ' 

Wove the dance, and raised the strain. 

Go ye forth. His saints, to meet Him ! 

Go with lamps in every hand ! 
From the sepulchre He riseth : 

Ready for the bridegroom stand ; 
And the Pascha of Salvation 

Hail, with His triumphant band ! 

St. John Damascene, Fifth Ode in his Easter Canon, 

Translated by Dr. Nealb, 
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"CHRIST, UPON THE FRIDAY SLAIN." 

CHRIST, upon the Friday slain, 
When three days were past again, 
Rose victorious. 
And, triumphant o'er the tomb, 
Lifts His loved ones out of gloom. 
Makes them glorious. 

For the people of His name, 
He, upon the cross of shame, 

Dead was lying ; 
In the grave awhile He lay, 
Then, at dawning of the day, 

Rose undying. 

In His passion and His cross, 
With a bulwark sure from loss 

We are gifted ; 
By His resurrection bright, 
From the grave of sin and night 

We are lifted. 

Offered up for sinners, Christ 
As their sacrifice sufficed 

Unrepealed ; 
By the precious blood He spilt, 
Jesus washed our souls from guilt, 

Hell defeated. 
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Once He lay within the grave, 
Lest the race He came to save 

Twice should perish ; 
Now He opens heaven wide, 
Comes to every mourner's side, — 

Comes to cherish. 

He the lion, strong in fight, 
Rising up to-day, His might 

Forth is telling ; ~ 
With the arms of righteousness, 
Satan, prince of wickedness, 

Ever quelling. 

Now is come the Lord's own day. 
Whereon He hath washed away 

Earth's pollution ; 
Whereon death was slain in strife. 
And the foe hath made of life 

Restitution. 

So from hearts made pure from stain, 
Now the alleluia strain 

Doubly pealeth ; 
Now all evil hath its close. 
And the life which heaven knows 

God revealeth. 

In the world's late eventide. 
Raise Thou up Thy servants tried, 
Jesu Holy ; 
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May this glad and festal day 
Thy salvation bring for aye 
To the lowly 1 

Adam of St. Victor. 
Translated by R. F. Littledale. 



**FAIR SPRING, THOU DEAREST SEASON 

OF THE YEAR." 

FAIR Spring, thou dearest season of the year, 
Thou art brimful of sweet delights ; 
The creatures robbed of joy by winter drear 
Thou dost repay for cold and gloomy nights. 
I feel thy airs are soft and mild ; 
Thy winds are balmy, and not wild ; 
Oh, how unlike the wintry blast ! 
What frost had bound in fetters fast 
Now feels the prison-time gone by ; 

For 't is unbound and free : 
Whether it climb or swim or fly, 

Whatever kind it be, 
Whether of water, earth, or sky, 
'T is happy now we see. 
The sun smiles with his lovely rays ; 
And sing, dear little birds, sing out your Maker's praise ! 

So many joys hath Spring ; but most of all 

She hath one day above the rest. 
That Christendom wiih one glad voice doth call 

Of all briglit days the first and best. 
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We hail thee, then, O chosen day, 
With many a loud and gladsome lay. 
Thou art the day that God hath made ; 
Well may our joy be now displayed ! 
Thou art the Pascha to the Greek ; 

And still we hear the Jew 
Of thee as Passover doth speak ; 

And Latins know thee too 
As Transitus, that crowns the Holy Week ; 
But thou, where'er is heard the German tongue, 
Art holy Easter-tide, when life from Death hath 
sprung. 



We hail thee, blessed day, we greet thee well ; 

We praise thee ever ; we adore 
The Christ who triumphed over death and hell, 
Whose death slew Death forevermore. 
O sweetest day, that saw'st Thee rise, 
Our Paschal Lamb, our Sacrifice I 
Our Brother, who hast won for us 
A heritage most glorious ! 
Forest and foliage, corn and grass and flowers, 

Would show their love to Thee ! 
The birds sing in the greening bowers ; 

Christ, they are praising Thee ! 
Thou wouldst not lack, had they our powers, 
A song more worthy Thee ! 
For Thou art Conqueror, O Christ, to-day. 
Who madest Death's great power itself give way ! 
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So, Christians, triumph as your heart desires ; 

In chorus sweet and clear and strong, 
Ye laymen in the church, ye priests in choirs, 
Answer each other in your song. 

Sing, " Christ the Lord is risen again ; 
Christ hath broken every chain." 
The year of jubilee He bringeth in, 
True freedom for all faithful hearts to win ; 
So to the table go thou solemnly, 
Where in His flesh and blood 
The Paschal Lamb itself is offered thee, — 

The Lamb slain on the rood. 
Praise the true Christ with happy hearts and free ; 
Praise Him, for He is good ! 
Thus, Sprinor, thou well mayst speak of joy to man ; 
Thou hast the Easter day that ended Death's dark ban. 

Conrad von QtrKiNFURT. 
Translated by Miss Winkworth. 



"IN THE BONDS OF DEATH HE LAY." 

IN the bonds of Death He lay 
Who for our offence was slain ; 
But the Lord is risen to-day : 

Christ hath brought us life again. 
Wherefore let us all rejoice. 
Singing loud with cheerful voice, — 

Hallelujah ! 
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Of the sons of men was none 
Who could break the bonds of Death ; 

Sin this mischief dire had done ; 
Innocent was none on earth ; 

Wherefore Death grew strong and bold, 

Would all men in his prison hold — 

Hallelujah ! 

Jesus Christ, God's only Son, 

Came at last our foe to smite ; 
All our sins away hath done, 

Done away Death's power and right. 

Only the form of Death is left ; 

Of his sting he is bereft — 

Hallelujah ! 

That was a wondrous war, I trow. 

When Life and Death together fought ; 

But Life hath triumphed o'er his foe ; 
Death is mocked, and set at nought : 

'T is even as the Scripture saith, — 

Christ through death has conquered Death — 

Hallelujah ! 

The rightful Paschal Lamb is He, 

On whom alone we all must live, 
Who to death upon the tree 

Himself in wondrous love did give. 
Faith strikes His blood upon the door; 
Death sees, and dares not harm us more — 

Hallelujah ! 
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Let us keep high festival 

On this most blessed day of days, 

When God His mercy showed to all I 
Our Sun is risen with brightest rays, 

And our dark hearts rejoice to see 

Sin and night before Him flee — 

Hallelujah ! 

To the Supper of the Lord 

Gladly will we come to-day ; 
The world of peace is now restored. 

The old leaven is put away. 
Christ will be our food alone ; 
Faith no life but His doth own — 

Hallelujah ! 

Martin Luther. 
Translated by Miss Winkworth. 



"'TWAS NIGHT! STILL NIGHT!" 

"T^ WAS night ! still night ! 

-*- A solemn silence hung upon the scene ; 
The keen bright stars shone with unclouded light, 
Calm and serene. 

Hushed was the tomb ; 
The heavy stone before its entrance lay ; 
No light broke in upon its silent gloom, 

No starry ray. 
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The moonlight beamed ; 
It hung above that garden soft and clear ; 
Around the watchful guard its radiance gleamed 

From helm and spear. 

The tomb was sealed ; 
The watch patrolled before its entrance lone ; 
The bright night every passing step revealed; 

None neared the stone. 

Midnight had passed ; 
The stars their lustrous shining had decreased, 
And daybreak's earliest light was hastening fast 

In the pale east. 

The morning star, 
Last in the silent heaven, withdrew its ray ; 
And the white dawn, spreading its spectre light, 

Foretold the day. 

An earthquake's shock 
Just at the break of morning shook the ground, 
And echoed from that rent and trembling rock 

With startling sound. 

The guards, amazed, 
Fell to the earth in wonder and affright ; 
And round the astonished spot in glory blazed 

A sudden light. 
19 
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An angel there 
Descended from the tranquil sky ; 
The glory of his presence filled the air 

Ail-radiantly. 

He rolled away 
From the still sepulchre the massy stone ; 
And watching silent till the risen day 

He sat thereon. 

His garments white 
Shone like the snow in its unsullied sheen ; 
His face was like the lightning's gleaming light, 

Dazzlingly seen. 

All, all around 
Was silence and suspense and listening dread ; 
The stirless watch lay prostrate on the ground, 

Hushed as the dead. 



At break of day 
The Saviour burst that cavern's stillness deep, 
Rising in conquest from death's shattered sway 

As from a sleep. 

He rose in power, 
In all the strength of Godhead shining bright, 
Fresh as that hallowed morning's dewy hour> 

Pure as its light. 
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He. rose as God, 
Rose as a mighty victor strong to save, 
Breaking death's silent chain and unseen rod 

There in the grave. 



He rose on high, 
While angels hung around on soaring wing, , 
Wresting from the dark grave its victory, 

From death its sting. 

John Henry Newman. 



"JESUS LIVES: NO LONGER NOW." 

JESUS lives : no longer now 
Can thy terrors, Death, appall me. 
Jesus lives : by this I know, 

From the grave He will recall me. 
Brighter scenes at death commence : 
This shall be my confidence. 



Jesus lives ! to Him the throne 

High o'er heaven and earth is given ; 

I may go where He is gone, 

Live and reign with Him in heaven. 

God through Christ forgives offence : 

This shall be my confidence. 
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Jesus lives ! Who now despairs 

Spurns the Word which God hath spoken ; 

Grace to all that Word declares, 
Grace whereby sin's yoke is broken. 

Christ rejects not penitence : 

This shall be my confidence. 

Jesus Kves ! for me He died ; 

Hence will I, to Jesus living, 
Pure in heart and act abide, 

Praise to Him, and glory, giving. 
Freely God doth aid dispense : 
This shall be my confidence. 

Jesus lives ! my heart knows well. 

Nought from me His love shall sever ; 

Life, nor death, nor powers of hell, 
Part me now from Christ forever. 

God will be a sure defence : 

This shall be my confidence. 

Jesus lives ! henceforth is death 

Entrance-gate of life immortal : * 

This shall calm my trembling breath 
When I pass its gloomy portal. 

Faith shall cry, as fails each sense, — 

Lord, Thou art my confidence. 

Christian Furchtegott Gbllert. 
Translated by Frances Elizabeth Cox. 
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<*IN THY GLORIOUS RESURRECTION." 

IN Thy glorious resurrection, 
Lord, we see a world's erection ; 
Man in Thee is glorified : 
Bliss for which the Patriarchs panted, 
Joys by ancient sages chanted, 
Now in Thee are verified. 

Oracles of former ages, 
Veiled in dim prophetic pages, 

Now lie open to the sight : 
Now the types, which glimmered darkling 
In the twilight gloom, are sparkling 

In the blaze of noonday light. 

Isaac from the wood is risen ; 
Joseph issues from the prison ; 

See the Paschal Lamb which saves ; 
Israel through the sea is landed ; 
Pharaoh and his hosts are stranded, 

And o'erwhelmM in the waves. 

See the cloudy pillar leading, 
Rock refreshing, manna feeding ; 

Joshua fights, and Moses prays. 
See the lifted wave-sheaf, cheering, — 
Pledge of harvest-fruits appearing. 

Joyful dawn of happy days. 
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Samson see at night uptearing 
Gaza's brazen gates, and bearing 

To the top of Hebron's hill ; 
Jonah comes from stormy surges, 
From his three days' grave emerges, 

Bids beware of coming ill. 

Thus Thy resurrection glory 
Sheds a light on ancient story ; 

And it casts a forward ray, — 
Beacon-light of solemn warning, 
To the dawn of that great morning, 

Ushering in the Judgment day. 

Ever since Thy death and rising, 
Thou the nations art baptizing 

In Thy death's similitude; 
Dead to sin, and ever dying. 
And our members mortifying, 

May we walk with life renewed ! 

Forth from Thy first Easter going, 
Sundays are forever flowing 

Onward to a boundless sea ; 
Lord, may they for Thee prepare us, 
On a holy river bear us 

To a calm eternity ! 

Glory be to God the Father ; 
And to Him who all does gather 
In Himself, the Eternal Son, 
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And the dead to life upraises ; 
And to Holy Ghost be praises : 
Glory to the Three in One ! 

Bishop Christophbr Wordsworth. 



"ALL IS O'ER; THE PAIN, THE SORROW." 

ALL is o'er ; the pain, the sorrow, 
Human taunts and fiendish spite ; 
Death shall be despoiled to-morrow 

Of the prey he grasps to-night ; 
Yet once more, to seal his doom 
Christ must sleep within the tomb ! 



Close and still the cell that holds Him, 
While in brief repose He lies ; 

Deep the slumber that infolds Him, 
Veiled awhile from mortal eyes, — 

Slumber such as needs must be 

After hard-won victory. 

Fierce and deadly was the anguish 
Which on yonder cross He bore ; 

How did soul and. body languish 
Till the toil of death was o'er ! 

But that toil, so fierce and dread, 

Bruised and crushed the serpent's head. 
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Whither hath His soul departed ? 

Roams it on some blissful shore, 
Where the meek and faithful-hearted, 

Vext by this world's hate no more, 
Wait until the trump of doom 
Call their bodies from the tomb ? 



Or, on some benignant mission 
To the imprisoned spirits sent, 

Hath He to their dark condition 
Gleams of hope and mercy lent ? — 

Souls not wholly lost of old 

When o'er earth the deluge rolled ! 



Ask no more : the abyss is deeper 
E'en than angels' thoughts may scan. 

Come and watch the Heavenly Sleeper ; 
Come, and do what mortals can, — 

Reverence meet toward Him to prove, 

Faith and trust and humble love. 



Far away, amidst the regions 
Of the bright and balmy East, 

Guarded by angelic legions 
Till death's slumber shall have ceased, 

How should we its stillness stir ? — 

Lies the Saviour's sepulchre. 
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Far away ; yet thought would wander — 
Thought by faith's sure guidance led — 

Farther yet, to weep and ponder 
Over that sepulchral bed. 

Thither let us haste, and flee 

On the wings of fantasy. 



Haste from every clime and nation, 
Fervent youth and reverent age, 

Peasant, prince, — each rank and station, 
Haste and join this pilgrimage. 

East and west and south and north, 

Send your saintliest spirits forth. 



Mothers, ere the curtain closes 
Round your children's sleep to-night, 

Tell them how their Lord reposes. 
Waiting for to-morrow's light ; 

Teach their dreams to Him to rove, — 

Him who loved them, Him they love. 



Matron grave, and blooming maiden, 
Hoary sage and beardless boy. 

Hearts with grief and care o'erladen, 
Hearts brimful of hope and joy. 

Come, and greet in death's dark hall 

Him who felt with, felt for all. 
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Men of God, devoutly toiling 
This world's fetters to unbind, — 

Satan of his prey despoiling 
In the hearts of human kind, — 

Let to-night your labors cease ; 

Give your careworn spirits peace. 



Ye who roam o'er seas and mountains, 
Messengers of love and light ; 

Ye who guard Truth's sacred fountains, 
Weary day and wakeful night ; 

Men of labor, men of lore, — 

Give your toils and studies o'er. 



Dwellers in the woods and valleys ; 

Ye of meek and lowly breast ; 
Ye who, pent in crowded alleys. 

Labor early, late take rest, — 
Leave the plough, and leave the loom ; 
Meet us at our Saviour's tomb. 



From your halls of stately beauty. 
Sculptured roof and marble floor. 

In this work of Christian duty 
Haste, ye rich, and join, ye poor; 

Mean and noble, bond and free. 

Meet in frank equality. 
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Lo, His grave ! — the gray rock closes 

O'er that virgin burial-ground ; 
Near it breathe the garden-roses ; 

Trees funereal droop around, 
In whose boughs the small birds rest, 
And the stock-dove builds her nest. 



And the morn with floods of splendor 
Fills the spicy midnight air ; 

Tranquil sounds, and voices tender, 
Speak of light and gladness there : 

Ne'er was living thing, I wot, 

Which our Lord regarded not. 



Bird, and beast, and insect rover, 

E'en the lilies of the field, 
Till His gentle life was over. 

Heavenly thought to Him could yield : 
All that is, to Him did prove 
Food for wisdom, food for love. 



But the hearts that bowed before Him 
Most of all to Him were dear : 

Let such hearts to-night watch o'er Him 
Till the dayspring shall appear ; 

Then a brighter sun shall rise 

Than e'er kindled up the skies. 
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All night long, with plaintive voicing, 
Chant His requiem soft and low ; 

Loftier strains of loud rejoicing 
From to-morrow's harps shall flow : 

'^ Death and hell at length are slain ; 

Christ hath triumphed, Christ doth reign." 

John Moultrib 

EASTER HYMN. 

[With reference to the following song from Goethe's " Faust," Bayard 
Taylor, in his " Notes," says that the "final chorus of the angels is a 
stumbling-block to the translator, on account of the fivefold dactylic 
rhyme; " and he adds, " Dr. Hedge, I believe, is the only one who has 
hitherto endeavored to reproduce the difficult structure of this chorus."] 

ANGELS. 

CHRIST hath arisen! 
Joy to our buried Head ! 
Whom the unmerited, 
Trailing inherited 
Woes, did imprison ! 

WOMEN. 

Costly devices 

We had prepared, 
Slirouds and sweet spices, 

Linen and nard. 
Woe the disaster ! 

Whom we here laid : 
Gone is the Master, 

Empty His bed. 
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ANGELS. 

Christ hath arisen 

Loving and glorious ; 

Out of laborious 

Conflict victorious, 
Christ hath arisen. 

DISCIPLES. 

Hath the inhumated 

Upward aspiring, 
Hath He consummated 

All His desiring ? 
Is He in being's bliss. 

Near to creative Joy ? 
Wearily we in this 

Earthly house sigh ; 
Empty and hollow, us 

Left he unblest ; 
Master ! Th)^ followers 

Envy Thy rest. 

ANGELS. 

Christ hath arisen 

Out of corruption's womb. 
Burst every prison ! 

Vanish death's gloom ! 
Active in charity. 
Praise Him in verity ! 
His feast, prepare it ye ! 
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His message, bear it ye ! 

His joy, declare it ye ! 
Then is the Master near, 
Then is He here. 



Goethe 
Translated by F H. Hbdg& 



EASTER EVEN. 

HALLOWED forever be that twilight hour, 
When those disciples went upon their way ; 
The deepening shadows o'er their spirits lower. 
The tender griefs that come with close of day. 

A gentle stranger tarried by their side, 
And asked them sweetly why they were so sad. 

*' Hast thou not seen our Master crucified ? " 
They answered ; ** how can we again be glad ? " 

** Oh, children,** said the stranger, " do you read 
The things which all the holy prophets said, 

How He would suffer and would die indeed, 
But yet should rise in glory from the dead ? " 

And when the little village came in view. 
They said, ** Abide with us, for it is late ; '• 

So He went in, and sat down with the two, 

And took the bread, and blessed it ere they ate. 
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Their searching eyes were fastened on His face, 
They caught the look which chained them as of old, 

Only it wore diviner, loftier grace ; 

Their glorious risen Master they behold ! 

And then they knew how strangely all the while 
Their spirits burned within them as He talked. 

Or listened to them with that very smile, 
Explaining oft the Scriptures while they walked. 

They felt reward for all their bitter pain. 

When, lo. He vanished softly from their si^ht I 

But they could never be so sad again, 
Who had the memory of that blessed night. 

Martha Perry Lowe. 



EASTER HYMN. 

ETERNAL Father ! at whose word 
Creation flashed to instant birth, 
Thy will, which gave this body life, 
Bids it return to lifeless earth . 

But Thou didst send that risen Lord, 
Who once in Joseph's garden lay, 

Burst from the night of transient death, 
And called us to immort^d day. 
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In His dear name we ask thy help, 
By faith in Him to live and die ; 

That when our bodies sleep in dust, 
We may with Him ascend on high. 

Eternal Father ! by Thy word 
Raise us from sin and death's dark night, 

That we may even now with Christ 
Dwell in the realms of heavenly light. 

Thomas Hill. 



RESURRECTION. 

TWO thousand years ago a flower 
Bloomed brightly in a far-off land ; 
Two thousand years ago its seed 

Was placed within a dead man's hand. 

Before the Saviour came to earth 
That man had lived and toiled and died ; 

But even in that far-off lime 
That flower had shed its perfume wide. 

Suns rose and set, years came and went ; 

That dead hand kept its treasure well : 
Nations were bom, and turned to dust, 

While life was hidden in that shell. 
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The senseless hand is robbed at last ; 

The seed is buried in the earth : 
When, lo ! the life long sleeping there 

Into a lovely flower burst forth. 

Just such a plant as that which grew 
From such a seed when buried low ; 

Just such a flower in Egypt bloomed, 
And died — two thousand years ago I 

And will not He who watched the seed 
And kept the life within the shell, 

When those He loves are laid to rest, 
Watch o'er His buried saints as well ? 

And will not He from 'neath the sod 
Cause something glorious to arise ? 

Ay ; though it sleeps two thousand years, 
Yet all this slumbering dust shall rise. 

Just such a face as greets you now. 
Just such a form as now you wear, — 

But, oh, more glorious far, — shall rise, 
To meet the Saviour in the air ! 

Then will I lay me down in peace. 

When called to leave this vale of tears ; 

For " in my flesh I shall see God,'* 

E'en though I sleep two thousand years ! 

Sarah H. Bradforu 
20 
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"JESUS HATH VANISHED." 

MARY MAGDALEN. 

JESUS hath vanished : all in vain 
I search for Him, and search again, 
Seeking to relieve my pain. 
My sobs the garden fill, 
My sighs in tears distil ; 
My heart is breaking. Where is He ? 
Who hath hid my Love from me ? 

JESUS. 

Who is this, in wild disorder, 
Running over bed and border ? 

O lady, speak ! 

Declare, declare, 

What floweret fair 
Hither you come to seek ; 
Wherefore these piteous tears bedew your cheek ! 

MARY MAGDALEN. 

Say, O gentle gardener, say, 

Where have they borne my Lord away ? 

In what deep grove or glade 

Have they His body laid ? 

Where is that lily sweet, 

The Son of God most dear ? 

Tell me, oh, tell me where t 
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That I may go, and kiss His sacred feet, 

And my true Spouse adore, 

And to His mother's arms the Son restore ! 



JESUS. 

Mary, what blindness hath come o'er thee I 
I, thy Jesus, stand before thee, — 

I, that immortal flower 

Of Nazareth's fair bovver ; . 
I, amid thousands, the elect alone ; 
I, thy beloved ; I, thine own ! 

MARY MAGDALEN. 

Jesu, Master ! Thy dear sight 
Quite dissolves me with delight ! 
O joy of joys, to see Thy face. 
And those celestial feet embrace ! 

JESUS. 

Touch Me not yet ; the hour is drawing nigh 
When thou shalt see Me glorified on high ; 
Then in Mine endless presence shalt thou rest, 
And, drinking of My light, live on forever blest ! 

Translated front the Latin of an unknown author 
by Edward Caswell, 



308 THE THREE FESTIVALS, 



D 



EASTER. 

EEP in yon garden-shade 
The Life of all is laid 
In death's calm sleep; 
Armed soldiers waiting near, 
Amazed and full of fear, 
Their vigil keep. 
Angels, and stars, and the fair moon above. 
Look down in silent awe and reverent love. 

Through the dark cypress-trees 
The gentle midnight breeze 

Sighs a low wail ; 
Breath from the dewy ground 
O'er the green earth around 
Spreads a soft veil : 
Each glade and valley, mountain, dale, and hill. 
Echoes the solemn whisper, " Peace, be still." 

Hushed Nature sinks to rest, 
And on her Maker's breast 

She falls asleep : 
Released from human woes. 
The Almighty finds repose 
In slumber deep ; 
But saints are watching through the silent night. 
In eager patience waiting for the light 
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The mother undefiled 

Is pondering on her Child, 

Now crucified ; 
And through her tearless dreams 
The cross in radiance beams, 
Whereon He died. 
Bright visions dawn. Behold ! the darkness flies, 
Resplendent from the grave she sees Him rise. 

John the Beloved stands by. 
Gazing with wondering eye 

At Mary's smile ; 
And angels at the sight, 
Pause in their heavenward flight 
To muse awhile. 
Yet the sun hides itself in dim eclipse, 
While He awaits His full apocalypse. 

Peter, who thrice denied 
The Master at his side, 

The Lord of all, 
With penitential tears 
And deep heart-searching fears. 
Bewails his fall. 
There, as he weeps in bitter grief apart. 
His Saviour's look speaks comfort to his heart. 

The lowly Magdalene 
(Of penitents the queen) 
Waits for the morn. 
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When in that cave so still 

Her task she may fulfil 
Of love forlorn ; 
And first to her, Christ risen will appear, 
Though in a form unknown He draweth near. 

While he who longed to die 
With Christ on Calvary, 

Whose love devout 
His Master proved ai)d tried 
By heartfelt prayer denied, 
Must wait in doubt ; 
Eight days of solemn gloom in darkness passed, 
On trustful Thomas He will shine at last. 



But lo, the Sabbath ends ! 
Nocturn with matins blends. 

The morning breaks. 
The shadows flee away 
Before the rising day, 
And Christ awakes ! 
Angels proclaim the anthem far and near, 
" Ye seek your risen Lord ; He is not here." 

Genhvibvb M. J. Irons. 
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THE GREETING. 

HE said unto her, " Mary ; " with one cry, 
And in one moment, she was at His feet. 
Oh, to her desolate, thirsting soul how sweet 
The calling ! as to those in days gone by. 
His voice on the dark waters, '* It is I." 
O great, good Shepherd ! Lo, He came to meet 
The sheep that cried to find Him, — so to greet 
Her for whose need He was unseen so nigh. 
He knows His sheep and calls them all by name ; 
They hear not others, but His voice they know : 
She heard, and knew the calling, sweet and low, 
And to His feet in reverent rapture came. 
O my great Master ! thus and evermore 
Thee would I seek and find, love and adore. 

Rev. S. J. Stone. 

EASTER. 

LIKE a meteor, large and bright. 
Fell a golden seed of light 
On the field of Christmas night 
When the Babe was born. 

Then 'twas sepulchred in gloom, 
Till above His holy tomb 
Klashed its everlasting bloom, — 
Flower of Easter morn ! 

John B. Tabb. 
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EASTER HYMN. 

CHRIST is risen ! the Lord is come, 
Bursting from the sealM tomb ! 
Death and hell, in mute dismay, 
Render up their mightier prey. 

Christ is risen ! but not alone ! 
Death, thy kingdom is overthrown! 
We shall rise, as He hath risen, 
From the deep sepulchral prison. 

Heirs of death, and sons of clay. 
Long in death's dark thrall we lay. 
And went down in trembling gloom 
To the unawakening tomb. 

Heirs of life, and sons of God, 
On the path our Captain trod. 
Now we hope to soar on high 
To the everlasting sky. 

Mortal once, immortal now, 
Our vile bodies off we throw, . 
Glorious bodies to put on, 
Round our great Redeemer's throne. 

Lofty hopes ! and theirs indeed 
Who the Christian's life shall lead ; 
Christ's below in faith and love, 
Christ's in endless bliss above. 

Henry Hart Milman. 
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" ALAS, POORE DEATH ! WHERE IS THY 

GLORIE?" 

(yl dialogue anthem. Christian and Death are the speakers^ 

CHRISTIAN. 

ALAS, poore Death ! where is thy glorie ? 
Where is thy famous force, thy ancient sting ? 

DEATH. 

A las ^ poore mortally void of storie^ 

Go spell and reade how I have killed thy King, 

CHRISTIAN. 

Poore Death ! and who was hurt thereby ? 

Thy curse being laid on Him makes thee accurst. 

DEATH. 

Let losers talk, yet thou shall die : 
These arms shall crush thee — 

CHRISTIAN. 

Spare not ; do thy worst : 

I shall be one day better than before ; 

Thou so much worse, that thou shalt be no more. 

Georgb Herbert. 
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EASTER. 

^T OW at the Lamb's high royal feast 
^ In robes of saintly white we sing. 
Through the Red Sea in safety brought 
By Jesus, our immortal King. 

Oh, depth of love ! for us He drinks 

The chalice of His agony ; 
For us a victim on the cross 

He meekly lays Him down to die. 

And as the avenging angel passed 
Of old the blood-besprinkled door; 

As the cleft sea a passage gave, 

Then closed to whelm the Egyptians o'er, - 

So Christ, our Paschal Sacrifice, 

Has brought us safe all perils through ; 

While for unleavened bread we need 
But heart sincere and purpose true. 

Hail, purest victim Heaven could find. 
The powers of hell to overthrow ! 

Who didst the chains of death destroy; 
Who dost the prize of life bestow. 

Hail, victor Christ ! hail, risen King ! 

To Thee alone belongs the crown ; 
Who hast the heavenly gates unbarred, 

And dragged the Prince of Darkness down. 
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O Jesus ! from the death of sin 

Keep us, we pray ; so shalt Thou be 

The everlasting Paschal joy 

Of all the souls new-born in Thee. 

Breviary. 



*'HOW SHALL WE KEEP THIS HOLY DAY 

OF GLADNESS." 

HOW shall we keep this holy day of gladness, 
This queen of days, that bitter, hopeless sadness 
Forever drives away ? 
The night is past, its sleep and its forgetting ; 
Our risen Sun, no more forever setting, 
Pours everlasting day. 

Let us not bring upon this joyful morning 
Dead myrrh and spices for our Lord's adorning, 

Nor any lifeless thing : 
Our gifts shall be the fragrance and the splendor 
Of living flowers, in breathing beauty tender, 

The glory of our spring. 

And with the myrrh, oh, put away the leaven 
Of malice, hatred, injuries unforgiven, 

And cold and lifeless form. 
Still, with the lilies, deeds of mercy bringing, 
And fervent prayers, and praises upward springing, 

And hopes pure, bright, and warm. 



3^6 THE THREE FESTIVALS, 

So shall this Easter shed a fragrant beauty 
O'er many a day of dull and cheerless duty, 

And light thy wintry way ; 
Till rest is won, and Patience, smiling faintly, 
Upon thy breast shall lay her lilies saintly. 

To hail heaven's Easter day. 

Emily Sbaver. 



SONG FOR THE NIGHT OF CHRIST'S 
RESURRECTION. 

(a humble imitation.) 

•* And birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave." 



1 



T is the noon of night, 
And the world's Great Light 
Gone out, she widow-like doth carry her ; 
The moon hath veiled her face. 
Nor looks on that dread place 
Where He lieth dead in sealed sepulchre ; 
And heaven and hades, emptied, lend 
Their flocking multitudes to watch and wait the end. 

Tier above tier they rise, 
Their wings new line the skies. 
And shed out comforting light among the stars ; 
But they of the other place 
The heavenly signs deface, 
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The gloomy brand of hell their brightness mars ; 

Yet high they sit in thronM state, — 
It is the hour of darkness to them dedicate. 

And first and highest set, 

Where the black shades are met, 
The lord of night and hades leans him down ; 

His gleaming eyeballs show 

More awful than the glow 
Which hangeth by the points of his dread crown ; 

And at his feet, where lightnings play. 
The fatal sisters sit and weep, and curse their day. 

Lo ! one,' with eyes all wide. 

As she were sight denied. 
Sits blindly feeling at her distaff old ; 

One, as distraught with woe, 

Letting the spindle go, 
Her starry-sprinkled gown doth shivering fold ; 

And one right mournful hangs her head, 
Complaining, " Woe is me ! I may not cut the thread. 

" All men of every birth. 

Yea, great ones of the earth, 
Kings and their councillors, have I drawn down ; 

But I am held of Thee, — 

Why dost Thou trouble me. 
To bring me up, dead King, that keep'st Thy crown ? 

Yet for all courtiers hast but ten 
Lowly, unlettered, Galilean fishermen. 
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** Olympian heights are bare 

Of whom men worshipped there, 
Immortal feet their snows may print no more ; 

Their stately powers below 

Lie desolate, nor know 
This thirty years Thessalian grove or shore ; 

But I am elder far than they ; — 
Where is the sentence writ that I must pass away ? 

" Art thou come up for this, 

Dark regent, awful Dis ? 
And hast thou moved the deep to mark our ending ? 

And stirred the dens beneath 

To see us eat of death, 
With all the scoffing heavens toward us bending? 

Help ! powers of ill, see not us die ! " 
But neither demon dares, nor angel deigns, reply. 

Her sisters, fallen on sleep, 

Fade in the upper deep, 
And their grim lord sits on, in doleful trance ; 

Till her black veil she rends. 

And with her death-shriek bends 
Downward the terrors of her countenance ; 

Then, whelmed in night and no more seen, 
They leave the world a doubt if ever such have been. 

And the winged armies twain 
Their awful watch maintain ; 
They mark the earth at rest with her Great Dead. 
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Behold, from Antres wide, 

Green Atlas heave his side ; 
His moving woods their scarlet clusters shed, 

The swathing coif his front that cools, 
And tawny lions lapping at his palm-edged pools. 

• Then like a heap of snow. 
Lying where grasses grow. 
See glimmering, while the moony lustres creep, 
Mild-mannered Athens, dight 
In dewy marbles white, 
Among her goddesses and gods asleep ; 

And, swaying on a purple sea, 
The many moorM galleys clustering at her quay. 

Also, 'neath palm-trees' shade. 

Amid their camels laid, 
The pastoral tribes with all their flocks at rest ; 

Like to those old-world folk 

With whom two angels broke 
The bread of men at Abram's courteous 'quest, 

When, listening as they prophesied, 
His desert princess, being reproved, her laugh denied. 

Or from the Morians' land 

See worshipped Nilus bland. 
Taking the silver road he gave the world. 

To wet his ancient shrine 

With waters held divine, 
And touch his temple steps with wavelets curled, 

And list, ere darkness change to gray. 
Old minstrel-throated Memnon chanting in the day. 
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Moreover, Indian glades, 

Where kneel the sun-swart maids. 
On Gunga's flood their votive flowers to throw, 

And launch i' the sultry night 

Their burning cressets bright, 
Most like a fleet of stars that southing go, 

Till on her bosom prosperously 
She floats them shining forth to sail the luUM sea. 

Nor bend they not their eyn 

Where the watch-fires shine, 
By shepherds fed, on hills of Bethlehem ; 

They mark, in goodly wise, 

The city of David rise, 
The gates and towers of rare Jerusalem ; 

And hear the 'scapM Kedron fret. 
And night dews dropping from the leaves of Olivet. 

But now the setting moon 

To curtained lands must soon. 
In her obedient fashion, minister ; 

The first, as loath to go. 

Lets her last silver flow 
Upon her Master's sealM sepulchre, 

And trees that in the garden spread, 
She kissed all for sake of His low-lying head, 

Then 'neath the rim goes down ; 
And night with darker frown 
Sinks on the fateful garden watch^ long ; 
When some despairing eyes. 
Far in the murky skies, 
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. The unwishM waking by their gloom foretell ; 

And blackness up the welkin swings, 
And drinks the mild effulgence from celestial wings. 

Last, with amazed cry, 

The hosts asunder fly, 
Leaving an empty gulf of blackest hue ; 

Whence straightway shooteth down, 

By the Great Father thrown, 
A mighty angel, strong and dread to view ; 

And at his fall the rocks are rent. 
The waiting world doth shake with mortal tremblement. 

The regions far and near 

Quail with a pause of fear, 
More terrible than aught since time began ; 

The winds, that dare not fleet, 

Drop at his awful feet, 
And in its bed wails the wide ocekn ; 

The flower of dawn forbears to blow, 
And the oldest running river cannot skill to flow. 

At stand, by that dread place, 
He lifts his radiant face, 
And looks to heaven with reverent love and fear ; 
Then, while the welkin quakes. 
And muttering thunder breaks. 
And lightnings shoot and ominous meteors drear, 

And all the daunted earth doth moan. 
He from the doors of death rolls back the sealed 
stone — 

21 
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— In regal quiet deep, 

Lo, One new waked from sleep ! 

Behold, He standeth in the rock-hewn door! 
Thy children shall not die, — 
Peace, peace, thy Lord is by ! 

He liveth ! — they shall live forevermore, 
Peace ! lo, He lifts a priestly hand, • 

And blesseth all the sons of men in evqry land< 



Then, with great dread and wail, 

Fall down, like storms of hail, 
The legions of the lost in fearful wise ; 

And they whose blissful race 

Peoples the better place 
Lift up their wings to cover their fair eyes. 
And through the waxing saffron brede. 
Till they are lost in light, recede, and yet recede. 



So, while the fields are dim, 
And the red sun his rim 
First heaves, in token of his reign benign, 
All stars the most admired, 
Into their blue retired, 
Lie hid, — the faded moon forgets to shine, — 

And, hurrying down the sphery way, 
Night flies and sweeps her shadow from the paths' of 
day. 
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But look ! the Saviour blest, 

Calm after solemn rest. 
Stands in the garden 'neath His olive-boughs ; 

The earliest smile of day 

Doth On His vesture play, 
And light the majesty of His still brows \ 

While*angels hang with wings outspread, 
Holding the new-won crown above His saintly head. 

Jean Ingblow. 



THE ADVENT. 

O'ER the distant mountains breaking, 
Comes the reddening dawn of day ; 
Rise, my soul, from sleep awaking. 
Rise, and sing and watch and pray : 

'T is thy Saviour, 
On His bright, returning way. 

O Thou long-expected, weary 
Waits my anxious soul for Thee ; 

Life is dark, and earth is dreary 
Where Thy light I do not see : 

O my Saviour, 
When wilt Thou return to me ? 

Long, too long, in sin and sadness. 

Far away from Thee I pine ; 
When, oh, when shall I the gladness 
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Of Thy spirit feel in mine ? 

O my Saviour, 
When shall I be wholly Thine ? 



Nearer is my soul's salvation, 
Spent the night, the day at hand ; 

Keep me in my lowly station, 
Watching for Thee, till 1 stand, 

O my Saviour, 
In Thy bright and promised land. 



With my lamp well- trimmed and burning. 

Swift to hear, and slow to roam. 
Watching for Thy glad returning 

To restore me to my home. 
Come, my Saviour, 

O my Saviour, quickly come ! 

John S. B. Monsblx^ 



"BREEZES OF SPRING, ALL EARTH TO 

LIFE AWAKING." 



FROM '* THE CHANGED CROSS " COLLECTION. 

BREEZES of spring, all earth to life awaking. 
Birds swiftly soaring through the sunny sky. ^ 
The butterfly its lonely prison breaking. 

The seed upspringing which had seemed to die, — 
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Types such as these a word of hope have spoken, 
Have shed a gleam of light around the tomb ; 

But weary hearts longed for a surer token, 
A clearer way to dissipate its gloom. 

And this was granted ! See the Lord ascending, 
On crimson clouds of evening calmly borne, 

With hands outstretched, and looks of love still bending 
On His bereaved ones, who no longer mourn ! 

" I am the resurrection," hear Him saying ! 

" I am the life ; he who believes in Me 
Shall never die ; the souls My call obeying, 

Soon where I am forevermore shall be." 

Sing hallelujah ! light from heaven appearing, 
The mystery of life and death is plain ; 

Now to the grave we can descend unfearing. 
In sure and certain hope to rise again ! 



Anonymous. 



"ARISE, MY SOUL, ARISE!" 

ARISE, 
My soul, arise ! 
Sing, with thy latest breath, 
Christ's conquest over death. 
Arise, 
My soul, arise ! 
Sing it unto the skies ; 
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Sing it over the earth, and under ; 
There, 'mongst the myriad graves 

Of kings or slaves, 
Let the song pierce their urns asunder. 
Arise, 
Our souls, arise ! 
In heaven the angel-band 
Stand ready, — in each hand 

A palm to wave ; 
On earth a listening throng 
Wait the redeeming song, 
Their souls to save ; ^ 
Below, all silently. 
The dead attend the cry ; 

O grave ! 
Where is thy victory ? 

The branches wave ; 
Our Lord hath risen on high I 
O death ! 
Where is thy sling ? 
The dust beneath 
Stirs while we sing. 
O grave ! \jrhere is thy victory ? 
O death I where is thy sting ? 
Arise, 
Our souls, arise ! 

Mrs. Sakah F lower Adams. 
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AN EASTER HYMN. 

AWAKE, thou wintry earth, — 
Fling off thy sadness I 
Fair vernal flowers, laugh forth 
Your ancient gladness ! 
Christ is risen ! 

Wave, woods, your blossoms all, — 

Grim death is dead ! 
Ye weeping funeral trees, 

Lift up your head ! 
Christ is risen ! 

Come, see ! the graves are green ; 

It is light ; let 's go 
Where our loved ones rest 

In hope below ! 
Christ is risen ! 

All is fresh and new, 

Full of spring and light ; 
Wintry heart, why wear^st the hue 

Of sleep and night ? 
Christ is risen ! 

Leave thy cares beneath. 

Leave thy worldly love ! 
Begin the better life 

With God above ! 
Christ is risen ! 

Thomas Blackburn. 
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EASTER. 

FROM " LYRA GRRMANICA." 

CHRIST the Lord is risen again ! 
Christ hath broken every chain ! 
Hark, the angels shout for joy, 
Singing evermore on high, 

Hallelujah. 

He who gave for us His life, 
Who for us endured the strife, 
Is our Paschal Lamb to-day ! 
We too sing for joy, and say, 

Hallelujah. 

He who bore all pain and loss 
Comfortless upon the cross. 
Lives in glory now on high. 
Pleads for us and hears our cry : 

Hallelujah. 

He whose path no records tell, 
Who descended into hell, 
Who the strong man armed hath bound, 
Now in the highest heaven is crowned : 

Hallelujah. 

He who slumbered in the grave 
Is exalted now to save ; 
Now through Christendom it rings 
That the Lamb is King of kings ! 

Hallelujah. 
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Now He bids us tell abroad 
How the lost may be restored, 
How the penitent forgiven. 
How we too may enter heaven, 

Hallelujah I 

Thou our Paschal Lamb indeed, 
Christ, to-day Thy people feed ; 
Take our sins and guilt away, 
Let us sing by night and day. 

Hallelujah. 

Michael Weiss. 



FOR EASTER DAY. 

CHRIST the Lord is risen to day. 
Sons of men and angels say : 
Raise your joys and triumphs high ; 
Sing, ye heavens, and, earth, reply ! 

Love's redeeming work is done, 
Fought the fight, the battle won : 
Lo ! our Sun's eclipse is o'er ; 
Lo ! He sets in blood no more. 

Vain the stone, the watch, the seal ; 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell ! 
Death in vain forbids His rise ; 
Christ hath opened paradise! 
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Lives again our glorious King ! 
Where, O death, is now thy sting ? 
Once He died our souls to save ; 
Where *s thy victory, boasting grave ! 

Soar we now where Christ hath led. 
Following our exalted head : 
Made like Him, like Him we rise ; 
Ours the cross^ the grave, the skies ! 

What though once we perished all, 
Partners in our parents' fall ? 
Second life we all receive. 
In our heavenly Adam live. 

Risen with Him, we upward move ; 
Still we seek the things above ; 
Still pursue, and kiss the Son 
Seated on His Father's throne. 



Scarce on earth a thought bestow, 
Dead to all we leave below : 
Heaven our aim, and loved abode ; 
Hid our life with Christ in God, — 



Hid, till Christ our Life appear 
Glorious in His members here; 
Joined to Him, we then shall shine, 
All immortal, all divine. 
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Hail the Lord of earth and heaven ! 
Praise to Thee by both be given ! 
Thee we greet triumphant now ! 
Hail, the Resurrection Thou ! 

King of glory. Soul of bliss ! 
Everlasting life is this : 
Thee to know, Thy power to prove, 
Thus to sing, and thus to love ! 

Charles Wesley. 



"SPRINGTIDE BIRDS ARE SINGING." 

FROM " LYRA MYSTICA,** UNDER THE TITLE " THE SALUTATION OF 
THE GREEK CHURCH ON EASTER DAY." 

SPRINGTIDE birds are singing, singing, 
For the daybreak in the East ; 
Silver bells are ringing, ringing. 

For the Churches glorious feast. 
Christ is risen ! Christ is risen I 
Sin's long triumph now is o'er. 
Christ is risen ! Death's dark prison 
Now can hold His saints no more. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed ! 

Holy women sought Him weeping, 
Weeping at the break of dawn, — 

Sought their Lord where He lay sleeping, 
In the love of hearts forlorn. 
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Life for death on death's throne meeting, 

Joy for sorrow, faith for fear, 
For their tears the angel's greeting, — 
Christ is risen ! He is not here. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed I 



Loved apostles, scarce believing 

In His triumph o'er the grave. 
Hear the tale amid their grieving, 

Hasten eager to the cave ; 
Find the folded grave-clothes lying, 

Death's unloosed and shattered chain, 
Find Him gone, death's power defying, 

From the cavern sealed in vain. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed ! 



Mary comes, a refuge seeking 

For her mourning-and her shame ; 
Lo ! a well-known voice is speaking ; 

Lo ! the Master calls her name. 
First, the life o'er sin victorious, 

She who wept for sin adored, 
For her tears the mission glorious 

To announce the risen Lord. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed ! 
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For her tears, oh, glad reversing 

Of the woman's work of old. 
Glorious tidings now rehearsing ; 

For the tale in Eden told, 
Woman's voice, that tale supplying, 

Brought in death by Satan's lie ; 
Woman's voice is now replying, — 

Christ is risen ! we shall not die. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed 1 



Where the noontide rays are falling 

On the rugged mountain-side, 
Brethren journey, sad recalling 

How He loved, and how He died. 
He is with them ! He is hearing 

How their trust and hope had fled, 
To their loving faith appearing 

In the blessing of the bread. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed ! 



Flashing back the sunset glory. 
Burns a casement high and dim ; 

There the ten, on all His story 
Sadly dwelling, speak of Him. 

He is there ! the light that never 
Into twilight fades away ; 
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Day-star of the dawn that ever 
Breaks into the perfect day ! 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is' risen indeed ! 



Saints, your cross in patience bearing. 

Mourners stained with many a tear, 
Penitents, in sorrow wearing 

Darkest weeds of shame and fear, — 
Christ is risen ! lose your sadness, 

Joying with the joyous throng ; 
Faithful hearts will find their gladness 

Joining in the Easter song. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed ! 



Christ is risen ! Christ the Living, 

All His mourners' tears to stay ; 
Christ is risen ! Christ, forgiving, 

Wipes the stain of sin away. 
Christ is risen ! Christ is risen ! 

Sin's long triumph now is o'er : 
Christ is risen ! Death's dark prison 

Holds His faithful nevermore. 
Christ is risen ! risen, brother ! 
Brother, Christ is risen indeed ! 

TranshUed by Rev. Phipps Onslow. 
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EASTER. 

RISE, heart! thy Lord is risen. Sing His praise 
Without delays 
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise 

With Him mayst rise, — 
That, as His death calcinM thee to dust, 
His life may make thee gold, and much more just. 

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part 

With all thy art ! 
The crosse taught all wood to resound His name 

Who bore the same : 
His stretchM sinews taught all strings what key 
Is best to celebrate this most high day. 

Consort both harp and lute, and twist a song 

Pleasant and long ! 
Or since all music is but three parts vied 

And multiplied, 
Oh, let Thy blessed Spirit bear a part, 
And make up our defects with His sweet art. 

I got me flowers to strew Thy way, — 

I got me boughs off many a tree ; 

But Thou wast up by break of day. 

And brought'st Thy sweets along with Thee. 
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The sun arising in the east, 

Though he give light, and th' east perfume^ 

If they should offer to contest 

With Thy arising, they presume. 

Can there be any day but this, 
Though many suns to shine endeavor ? 
We count three hundred, but we miss — 
There is but one, and that one ever. 

Georgb Hbrbbrt. 



**SUN, SHINE FORTH IN ALL THY 

SPLENDOR." 

SUN, shine forth in all thy splendor; 
Joyfully pursue thy way : 
For thy Lord and my Defender 
Rose triumphant on this day. 
When He bowed His head, sore troubled, 

Thou didst hide thyself in night : 
Shine forth now with rays redoubled ; 
He is risen who is thy light. 

Earth, be joyous and glad-hearted, 

Spread out all thy vernal bloom ; 
For thy Lord is not departed. 

He has broken through the tomb. 
When the Lord expired, wide-yawning. 

Thy strong rocks were rent with fright ; 
Greet thy risen Lord this morning, 

Bathed in floods of rosy light. 
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Say, my soul, what preparation 

Makest thou for this high day, 
When the God of thy salvation 

Opened through the tomb a way ? 
Dwellest thou with pure affection 

On this proof of power and love ? 
Doth thy Saviour's resurrection 

Raise thy thoughts to tilings above ? 

Hast thou, borne on Faith's strong pinion-, 

Risen with the risen Lord, 
And, released from sin's dominion, 

Into purer regions soared ? 
Or art thou, in spile of warning, 

Dead in trespasses and sin ? 
Hath to thee the purple morning 

No true Easter ushered in ? 

Oh, then, let not death o'ertake thee 

By the shades of night o*erspread ! 
See ! thy Lord has come to wake thee ; 

He is risen from the dead, 
While the time as yet allows thee. 

Hear ; the gracious Saviour cries, — 
" Sleeper, from thy sloth arouse thee ; 

To new life at once arise ! " 

See, with looks of tender pity, 

He extends His wounded hands, 
Bidding thee, with fond entreaty, 

Shake off sin's inthralling bands : 

22 
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** Wait not for some future meetness ; 

Dread no punishment from Me ; 
Rouse thyself, and taste the sweetness 

Of the new life offered thee." 

Let no precious time be wasted ; 

To new life arise at length : 
He who death for thee hath tasted, 

For new life will give new strength. 
Try to rise ; at once bestir thee ; 

Still press on, and persevere : 
Let no weariness deter thee ; 

He who woke thee still is near. 

Waste not so much time in weighing 

When and where thou shalt begin ; 
Too much thinking is delaying, 

Rivets but the chain of sin. 
He will help thee and provide thee 

With a courage not thine own, 
Bear thee in His arms, and guide thee, 

Till thou leam'st to walk alone. 

See ! thy Lord Himself is risen, 

That thou mightest also rise. 
And emerge from sin's dark prison 

To new life and open skies. 
Come to Him who can unbind thee. 

And reverse thy awful doom ; 
Come to Him, and leave behind thee 

Thy old life, — an empty tomb ! 

C. J. P. Spitta. 
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"COME, YE SAINTS, LOOK HERE, AND 

WONDER." 

COME, ye saints, look here and wonder ; 
See the place where Jesus lay : 
He has burst His bands asunder ; 
He has borne our sins away : 

Joyful tfdings ! 
Yes, the Lord has risen to-day. 

Jesus triumphs ! Sing ye praises ; 

By His death He overcame : 
Thus the Lord His glory raises, 

Thus He fills His foes with shame. 
Sing ye praises, 

Praises to the Victor^s name. 

Jesus triumphs ! Countless legions 
Come from heaven to meet their King ; 

Soon, in yonder blessed regions, 
They shall join His praise to sing ; 

Songs eternal 
Shall through heaven's high arches ring. 

Thomas Kelly. 
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*»OH, MINE EYES, BE NOT SO TEARFUL!" 

OH, mine eyes, be not so tearful ! 
Drooping spirit, rise, be cheerful ! 
Heavy soul, why art thou fearful ? 

Nature^s sepulchre is breaking, 
And the earth, her gloom forsaking, 
Into life and light is waking. 



Oh the weakness and the madness 
Of a heart that holdeth sadness 
When all else is light and gladness ! 

Though thy treasure death has taken, 
They that sleep are not forsaken ; 
They shall hear the trump, and waken, 

Shall not He, who life supplieth 
To the dead seed where it lieth. 
Quicken also man, who dieth ? 

Yea, the power of death was ended 
When He who to hell descended 
Rose, and up to heaven ascended. 

Rise, my soul, then, from dejection ; 

See in nature the reflection 

Of the dear Lord's resurrection. 
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Let this promise leave thee never : 
If the might of death I sever. 
Ye shall also live forever / 

Phcebb Cary. 



"THE LORD OF LIFE IS RISEN." 

THE Lord of life is risen ! 
Sing, Easter heralds, sing ! 
He burst His rocky prison ; 

Wide let the triumph ring ! 
Tell how the graves are quaking, 
The saints their fetters breaking ; 
Sing, heralds ! Jesus lives ! 

In death no longer lying. 
He rose, the Prince, to-day, — 

Life of the dead and dying. 
He triumphed o'er decay. 

The Lord of life is risen ; 

In ruin lies death's prison, 

Its keeper bound in chains. 

We hear in Thy blest greeting. 
Salvation's work is done ! 

We worship Thee, repeating, — 
Life for the dead is won ! 

O Head of all believing ! 

O Joy of all the grieving ! 

Unite us, Lord, to Thee. 
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Here at Thy tomb, O Jesus, 
How sweet the morning's breath I 

We hear in all the breezes, — 
Where is thy sting, O death ? 

Dark hell flies in commotion ; 

While, far o'er earth and ocean, 

Loud hallelujahs ring ! 



Oh, publish this salvation. 

Ye heralds, through the earth ! 
To every buried nation 

Proclaim the day of birth ! 
Till, rising from their slumbers, 
The countless heathen numbers 
Shall hail the risen light. 

Hail, hail, our Jesus risen ! 

Sing, ransomed brethren, sing! 
Through death's dark, gloomy prison 

Let Easter chorals ring ; 
Haste, haste, ye captive legions ! 
Come forth from sin's dark regions ; 
In Jesus' kingdom live. 

JoHANN Peter Langb. 
Translated by Henry Harbauch. 
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«* SMILE PRAISES, O SKY!" 

SMILE praises, O sky ! 
Soft breathe them, O air ! 
Below and on high. 
Arid everywhere. 
The black troop of storms 

Has yielded to calm ; 
Tufted blossoms are peeping, 
And early palm. 

Arouse thee, O spring ! 

Ye flowers, come forth, 
. With thousand hues tinting 

The soft green earth ; 
Ye violets tender, 

And sweet roses bright. 
Gay Lent-lilies blended 

With pure lilies white. 

Sweep, tides of rich music, 

The full veins along; 
And pour in full measure, 

Sweet lyres, your song. 
Sing, sing, for He liveth, — 

He lives, as He said ; 
The Lord has arisen 

Unharmed from the dead. 
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Clap, clap your hands, mountains ! 

Ye valleys, resound ! 
Leap, leap for joy, fountains ! 

Ye hills, catch the sound. 
All triumph ! He liveth, — 

He lives, as He said ; 
The Lord hath arisen 

Unharmed from the dead. 

Translated from an unknown author by 
Mrs. Elizabbth Charl.es. 



THE RISEN CHRIST. 

AND did He rise ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rose ! He rose ! He burst the bars of death, 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates I 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory 1 He who left 
His throne of glory, for the pangs of death : 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who slew 
The ravenous foe, that gorged all human race ! 
The King of glory. He, whose glory filled 
Heaven with amazement at His love to man ; 
And with divine complacency beheld 
Powers most illumined, wildered in the theme.- 

YouNG, Nigkt Thoughts^ Night IV. 
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GLORIOUS HYxMN OF VICTORY. 

"T* IS the Day of Resurrection ; 

J- Earth ! tell it out abroad ! 
The Passover of Gladness ! 

The Passover of God ! 
From death to life eternal, — 

From this world to the sky, 
Our Christ hath brought us over, 

With hymns of victory. 

Our hearts be pure from evil, 

That we may see aright 
The Lord in rays eternal 

Of resurrection-light ; 
And, listening to His accents, 

May hear, so calm and plain. 
His own All Hail/ and hearing, 

May raise the victor strain ! 

Now let the heavens be joyful ! 

Let earth her song begin ! 
Let the round world keep triumph, 

And all that is therein ; 
Invisible and visible 

Their notes let all things blend, 
For Christ the Lord hath risen, 

Our Joy that hath no end. 

John of Damascus. 
Translated by JoHn Mason Neale. 
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"CHRIST IS ARISEN." 

CHRIST is arisen, 
Joy to thee, mortal 1 
Out of His prison, 

Forth from its portal ! 
Christ is not sleeping. 

Seek Him no longer ; 
Strong was His keeping, — 
Jesus was stronger ! 

Christ is arisen, 

Seek Him not here ; 
Lonely His prison, 

Empty His bier. 
Vain His entombing, 

Spices, and lawn, 
Vain the perfuming, 

Jesus is gone ! 

Christ is arisen, 

Joy to thee, mortal ! 
Empty His prison. 

Broken its portal ; 
Rising He giveth 

His shroud to the sod ; 
Risen He liveth, 

And liveth to God ! 

Arthur Cleveland Coxe. 
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A SONG OF EASTER. 

SING, children, sing! 
And the lily censers swing ; 
Sing that life and joy are waking, and that death no 

more is king. 
Sing the happy, happy tumult of the slowly brighten- 
ing spring ; 

Sing, little children, sing 1 

Sing, children, sing ! 
Winter wild has taken wing. 
Fill the air with the sweet tidings till the frosty echoes 

ring! 
Along the eaves the icicles no longer glittering cling ; 
And the crocus in the garden lifts its bright face to 

the sun. 
And in the meadows softly the brooks begin to run ; 
And the golden catkins swing 
In the warm airs of the spring ; 

Sing, little children^ sing ! 

Sing, children, sing ! 
The lilies white you bring 
In the joyous Easter morning for hope are blossoming; 
And as the earth her shroud of snow from off her 

breast doth fling, 
So may we cast our fetters off in God's eternal spring. 
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So may we find release at last from sorrow and from 

pain, 
So may we find our childhood's calm, delicious dawn 

again. 
Sweet are your eyes, O little ones, that look with 

smiling grace, 
Without a shade of doubt or fear into the Future's 

face ! 
Sing, sing in happy chorus, with joyful voices tell 
That death is life, and God is good, and all things 
shall be well ; 
That bitter days shall cease 
In warmth and light and peace, — 
That winter yields to spring, — 

Sing, little children, sing ! 

Celia Thaxter. 



"SEE THE LAND, HER EASTER KEEPING." 

SEE the land, her Easter keeping. 
Rises as her Maker rose ; 
Seeds so long in darkness sleeping 
Burst at last from winter snows. 
Earth with heaven above rejoices ; 

Fields and gardens hail the spring ; 

Shaughs and woodlands ring with voices. 

While the wild birds build and sing. 
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You, to whom your Maker granted 

Powers to those sweet birds unknown, 
Use the craft by God implanted, — 

Use the reason not your own. 
Here, while heaven and earth rejoices, 

Each his Easter tribute bring, — 
Work of fingers, chant of voices. 

Like the birds who build and sing. 

Charles Kingslbv. 



"DAWN BURSTS O'ER DEATH'S PRISON." 

DAWN bursts o'er death's prison ; 
Fulfilled is the Word ! 
To life He hath risen; 
Oh, joy to the Lord ! 
Redemption completed, 
The last foe defeated, 
The seal hath been broken, the tomb is unbarred : 
At the breath of His passing, in fright fled the guard, 
And Tartarus groans, Alleluia ! 

The darkness infernal 

Withstood Him in fight; 
But victory eternal 

He won for the right. 
Death's kingdom is ended ; 

Faith rises again, 
'Mid destinies blended, 

With Hope in her train. 
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Ye sorrowing women, why seek ye the dead ? 
From the grave He hath conquered, the Living hath 
fled! 
The Saviour hath risen, Alleluia ! 



Once more upon mortals 

God smileth in love ; 
The grave opes its portals 

To pathways above. 
Heads bending in sadness 
'Neath Calvary's cross, 
Look upward with gladness, 
Nor fear the world's loss ! 
Come back, scattered flock, to your Shepherd and 

Lord ! 
He liveth ! He liveth ! to watch you and ward, 
Unseen from the skies, Alleluia ! 



Ye ages, storm onward ! 

His Church shall not fail ; 
As light spreads from sunward, 

His love shall prevail. 
His messengers, flying 

Where foot hath e'er trod, 
Through battling and dying. 
Bear witness of God, — 
Bear witness of Thee, O Thou Trust in all need, 
Who, dying for us, didst Thy followers lead 
Through death up to life. Alleluia ! 
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Ye saints, why your sorrow, 
Your doubt and dismay ? 
The night and the morrow 

Will soon wear away. 
Soon, soon in earth's bosom 
Shall sleep end your pain ; 
Soon life shall re-blossom 
And spring up like grain. 
Himself, the great Sower, shall come at the end, 
And winnow His wheat from the tares, and ascend 
To gamer His sheaves, Alleluia ! 

Franz Michael Franzen, Bishop o/H'drn'dsand, 
Translated by A. P. Hitchcock. 



EASTER HYMN. 

WHO is this that comes from Edom, 
All His raiment bright with blood 1 
Lord of love and life and freedom, 
Lifting man from death's dark flood. 

Bring fresh roses for adorning 
Temple, stairs, and sacred aisle ; 

Even He this Easter morning 
Welcomed with triumphal smile. 

Rose of Sharon ! for this altar 

Lilies of the valley bring ; 
Sing from David's holy psalter 

Anthems to our Heavenly King ! 
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My Redeemer, — that He liveth 

Well I know, and we believe 
God, who every blessing giveth, 

Man of hope will not bereave. 

Nevermore shall mortal sorrow 
Wake in human hearts despair ; 

Never shall the doubtful morrow 
Crush beyond our strength to bear. 

No more fear of death forever ! 

Angels watch by every grave ; 
When the soul and body sever, 

They will come, and He shall save. 

Pomp of organs ! virgin voices ! 

Mingle music for the morn 
When the soul of man rejoices 

0*er his new life, deathless born. 

T. W. Parsons. 



"HE IS RISEN! HE IS RISEN!" 

HE is risen ! He is risen ! 
Tell it with a joyful voice : 
He has burst His three-days* prison ; 

Let the whole wide earth rejoice ! 
Death is vanquished, man is free ; 
Christ has won the victory ! 



_ EASTER'TIDE. 353 

Tell it to the sinners, weeping 

Over deeds in darkness done, 
Weary fast and vigil keeping : 

Brightly breaks their Easter sun, 
Christ has borne our sins away ; 
Christ has conquered hell to-day. 

He is risen ! He is risen ! 

He has oped the eternal gate ; 
We are loosed from sin's dark prison, 

Risen to a holier state, 
Where a brightening Easter beam 
On our longing eye shall stream. 

Mks. Cbcil Frances Alexander. 



EASTER LILIES. 

HINTS of the Life Eternal ! dear, 
This holiest day of all the year. 
Your pure and vestal bloom. 
Sweeter than June's fresh roses be. 
Or summer's lavish gifts, to me 
Your precious tokens come. 

A thought of Love Immortal blends 
With dear remembrances of friends. 

And in these earth-bom flowers, 
With Eden's lingering fragrance sweet, 
The heavenly and the human meet. 

The heart of Christ and ours ! 

John G. Whittier* 
23 
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EASTER HYMN. 

FAIR morn of the ages, the sealed tomb is broken ; 
Proclaim it, melodious chimes : 
The sweet word " Rabboni " in wonder is spoken, 
The hope of all peoples and times. 

The chorus cherubic bends rapturously o'er Him, 

The gates are uplifted above ; 
The nations are waking to hail and adore Him, 

And share the long reign of His love. 

Now to their bright altars are gladdened hands bringing 

Fair buds from the life-glowing seed, 
And palm-lands and pine-lands are joyously singing, 

" The Saviour is risen indeed." 

Sing, children of light, sing that wonderful hour, 

And perish, ye oracles vain ; 
No prophet like Jesus o'er death had the power 

To rise in life's beauty again. 

Burst, burst into bloom, then, ye gardens of roses; 

Sing, voices of spring, in the light ; 
Full of joy is the hope that in Jesus reposes, 

And with immortality bright. 

Hezekiah Buttbrworth. 
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EASTER MORN. 

OVER far whitened hills 
Cold winds are blowing ; 
Slowly the valley fills ; 
Hid deep in snowing 
Roads all untrodden lie, 
Under the leaden sky. 

Cold, where a loved one sleeps 

Under the snowing 
Hid low in drifted heaps, 

Wild winds are blowing ; 
Yet grief not there doth bide * 
Since Jesus, too, hath died. 

What though the Easter morn 
Comes draped in whiteness, 

O'er hill and vale forlorn 
Dawn brings no brightness, 

Joy triumphs over pain, 

For Jesus rose again. 



EASTER SYMBOLS. 

O EASTER lilies, pure and sweet, 
Your fragrance fills the soft spring air ! 
Your message glad the winds repeat, 
And joy and hope bloom everywhere ! 
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O Easter sun, shine free and strong, 
Fit emblem of His righteousness ! 

Night doth no more her shades prolong ; 
Each heart a joyspring doth possess \ 

And winds that bear the tidings glad 
Speed softly to each sorrowing heart, 

That it arise in vigor clad — 
Nor stand in silent grief apart ! 

Gloria tibi, Domine ! 

O Lord of heaven and earth, to-day ! 
Forever vanquished now, by Thee, 

Lie sin, and death, and death's decay! 

Miriam Lester, 



AWAKENING. 

WITH the first bright, slant beam. 
Out of the chilling stream 
Their cups of fragrant light. 
Golden and milky white 
From folded darkness spring. 
To hail their King. 

Consider these, my soul ! 
How the blind buds unroll 
Touched with one tranquil ray 
Of rising day, 
Into the full delight 
Of lilies white. 
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Out of thy streaming tears, 
Thy chill and darkening fears, 
Ob, sleeping soul, awake ! 
Lo, on thy lonely lake 
Thy sun begins to shine, 
Thy Light and Life divine, 

Consider these, my heart ! 
Dreaming and cold thou art ; 
Swift from thyself upspring, 
Shine for thy King. 
Rise in His light, 
With garments white ; 
Forget the night : 
The Lord hath arisen. 

Rose Terry Cooke. 



EASTER. 

WHEN dawns on earth the Easter sun 
The dear saints feel an answering thrill, 
With whitest flowers their hands they fill ; 
And, singing all in unison, 

Unto the battlements they press — 
The very marge of heaven — how near ! 
And bend, and look upon us here 

With eyes that rain down tenderness. 
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Their roses brimmed with fragrant dew, 
Their lilies fair, they raise on high ; 
" Rejoice ! The Lord is risen ! " they cry ; 

** Christ is arisen ; we prove it true ! 

** Rejoice, and dry those faithless tears 

With which your Easter flowers are stained ; 
Share in our bliss, who have attained 

The rapture of the eternal years ; 

" Have proved the promise which endures, 
The Love that deigned, the Love that died ; 
Have reached our haven by His side — 

Are Christ's, but none the less are yours. 

"Yours with a nearness never known 
While parted by the veils of sense ; 
Infinite knowledge, joy intense, 

A love which is not love alone, 

" But faith perfected, vision free, 
And patience limitless and wise — 
Beloved, the Lord is risen, arise ! 

And dare to be as glad as we ! " 

We do rejoice, we do give thanks, 
O blessed ones, for all your gain. 
As dimly through these mists of pain 

We catch the gleaming of your ranks. 
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We will arise, with zeal increased, 

Blending, the while we strive and grope, 
Our paler festival of Hope 

With your Fruition's perfect feast 

Bend low, Beloved ; against the blue 
Lift higher yet your lilies fair, 
Till, following where our treasures are, 

We come to share the Feast with you. 

Susan Coolidgb. 



EASTER. 

THOUGH out of doors the snow-storm still doth 
beat, 
And thick clouds shut from sight the sun's bright 

beams. 
Within the soul the Saviour's presence seems 
A sacred joy and satisfaction sweet. 
And Easter makes the sum of life complete. 
For through the darkness of death's dreadful dreams 
The brightness of His resurrection gleams. 
And fears, like mists before the wind, fly fleet. 
Oh, life so grandly, gloriously fair ! 
God's Easter gift to men ! And what are we ? — 
Sands on the shore of time's unresting sea ; 
Yet made by Him of boundless knowledge heir ; 
Permitted by His graciousness to share 
The heritage of worlds throughout eternity. 

Charles Edward Pratt. 
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RESURREXIT. 

"T* WAS a bluebird told the story, 
J- Ou his way from heaven this mom, 

As he paused beneath my window, 
*Mong the blossoms of the thorn : 

** Hark ! to you I bear the story, 

Weary ones who wake with pain, 
Christ the Lord indeed is risen ; 

Doubting ones, he lives again ! " 

It was starlight soft and tender, 
Yet the east was flushed with rose. 

And the weary world was waking 
From the calm of its repose. 

I could hear that wondrous messao:e 

Whispered softly o'er the plain, 
Till the lily bells were chiming, 

" Christ is risen ! He lives again ! " 

Oh that message, sweet and holy ! — 

" Tired souls, forget your pain, 
Christ the Lord for you is risen ; 

Doubting hearts, He lives again." 

Katb L. Brown. 
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EASTER LILIES. 

DARLINGS of June and brides of summer sun, 
Chill pipes the stormy wind, the skies are drear 
Dull and despoiled the gardens every one : 
What do you here ? 



We looked to see your gracious blooms arise 
Mid soft and wooing airs in gardens green, 
Where venturesome brown bees and butterflies 
Should hail you queen. 



Here is no bee or glancing butterfly ; 

They fled on rapid wings before the snow: 
Your sister lilies laid them down to die, 
Long, long ago. 

And here, amid the slowly dropping rain^ 

We keep our Easter feast, with hearts whose care 
Mars the high cadence of each lofty strain, 
Each thankful prayer. 

But not a shadow dims'your joyance sweet, 
No baffled hope or memory darkly clad ; 
You lay your whiteness at the Lord's dear feet. 
And are all glad. 
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O coward soul ! arouse thee and draw near, 

Led by these fragrant acolytes to-day ! 
Let their sweet confidence rebuke thy fear, 
Thy cold delay. 

Come with thy darkness to the healing light, 

Come with thy bitter, which shall be made sweet, 
And lay thy soil beside the lilies white, 
At His dear feet. 

Susan Coolidgb. 



MYRRH-BEARERS. 

[In ancient Greek art the Marys were called ** Myrophores.**] 

THREE women crept at break of day 
A-grope along the shadowy way. 
Where Joseph's tomb and garden lay. 

With blanch of woe each face was white, 
As the gray Orient's waxing light 
Brought back upon their awe-struck sight 

The sixth -day scene of anguish ; fast 
The starkly standing cross they passed. 
And, breathless, neared the gate at last. 

Each on her throbbing bosom bore 
A burden of such fragrant store 
As never there had lain before. 
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Spices the purest, richest, best, 
That e'er the musky East possessed, 
From Ind to Araby the Blest, 

• 

Had they, with sorrow-riven hearts, 
Searched all Jerusalem's costliest marts 
In quest of, — nards whose pungent arts 

Should the dead sepulchre imbue 
With vital odors through and through : 
'T was all their love had leave to do ! 

Christ did not need their gifts ; and yet 
Did either Mary once regret 
Her offering ? Did Salom^ fret 

Over the unused aloes ? — Nay ! 

They counted not as waste, that day. 

What they had brought their Lord ; — the way 

Home seemed the path to Heaven ; they bare, 
Thenceforth, about the robes they ware, 
The clinging perfume everywhere. 

So ministering as erst did these, 
Go women forth by twos and threes 
(Unmindful of their morning ease), 

Through tragic darkness, murk and dim. 
Where'er they see the faintest rim 
Of promise, — all for sake of Him 
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Who rose from Joseph's tomb. They hold 
It just such joy as those of old, 
To tell the tale the Marys told. 

Myrrh-Bearers still, — at home, abroad, 
What paths have holy women irod. 
Burdened with votive gifts for God, — 

Rare gifts, whose chiefest worth was priced 
By this one thought, that all sufficed: 
Their spices had been bruised for Christ / 

Margaret J. Prbston. 



EASTER DAY. 

I TROD the path where once we walked together ; 
Old leaves and withered fir-cones strewed the way, 
And cowslips nodded in the breezy weather, 

This Easter day. 

Across the windy slopes sweet bells were ringing, 

A skylark's song came downward, clear and gay ; 
And my full heart brake forth in joy and singing, 

This Easter day. 

My risen Lord, I felt thy strong protection, 

I saw thee stand among the graves to-day ; 
" I am the way, the life, the resurrection," 

I heard Thee say. ' 
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And all the 'burdens I had carried sadly, 

Grew light as blossoms on an April spray, 
My cross became a staff, I journeyed gladly 
This Easter day. 

Sarah Doudney. 



CHRIST'S ASCENSION. 

SING victory, O ye seas and lands ! 
Ye floods and rivers, clap your hands ! 
Break forth in joy, angelic bands ! 
Crown ye the King that midst you stands, 
To whom the heavenly gate expands ! 
Bow before His name eternal, 
Things terrestrial, things supernal 
And infernal. 



Sing victory, angel guards that wait ! 
Lift up, lift up the eternal gate. 
And let the King come in with state! 
And, as ye meet Him on the way, 
The mighty triumph greet, and say. 
Hail, Jesu ! glorious Prince, to-day I 
Bow before His name eternal, 
Things terrestrial, things supernal 
And infernal. 
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Who is the King of glory blest * . 

Effulgent in His purple vest? 

With garments dyed in Bozrah, He 

Ascends in pomp and jubilee. 

It is the King, renowned in fight, 

Whose hands have shattered Satan's might. 
Bow before His name eternal, 
Things terrestrial, things supernal 
And infernal. 



Right gloriously strife endeth now I 
Henceforward all things to Thee bow, 
And at the Father's side sit Thou ! 
O Jesus, all our wishes' goal, 
Be Thou our joy when troubles roll, 
And the reward of every soul ! 
Bow before His name eternal, 
Things terrestrial, things supernal 
And infernal. 

TratisicUed/rom the Latin of an unknown author by 
John Mason Nealb. 
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THE DISCIPLES AFTER THE ASCENSION, 

HE is gone ; beyond the skies 
A cloud receives Him from our eyes ; 
Gone beyond the highest height 
Of mortal gaze or angel's flight ; 
Through the veils of time and space, 
Passed into the holiest place : 
All the toil, the sorrow done, 
All the battle fought and won. 

He is gone ; and we return, 
And our hearts within us burn ; 
Olivet no more shall greet 
With welcome shout His coming feet : 
Never shall we track Him more 
On Gennesareth's glistening shore ; 
Never in that look or voice 
Shall Zion*s walls again rejoice. 

He is gone ; and we remain 
In this world of sin and pain; 
In the void which He has left 
On this earth, of Him bereft, 
We have still His work to do, 
We can still His path pursue ; 
Seek Him both in friend and foe, 
In ourselves His image show. 
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He is gone ; we heard Him say, 
"Good that I should go away." 
Gone is that dear form and face, 
But not gone His present grace ; 
Though Himself no more we see, 
Comfortl.ess we cannot be : 
No ! His Spirit still is ours, 
Quickening, freshening all our powers, 

He is gone ; towards their goal 
World and church must onward roll ; 
Far behind we leave the past, 
Forward are our glances cast ; 
Still His words before us range 
Through the ages, as they change : 
Wheresoe'er the truth shall lead, 
He will give whatever we need. 

He is gone ; but we once more 
Shall behold Him as before, 
In the heaven of heavens the same 
As on earth He went and came. 
In the many mansions there 
Place for us He will prepare ; 
In that world, unseen, unknown, 
He and we may yet be one. 

He is gone ; but not in vain, — 
Wait until He comes again. 
He is risen. He is not here; 
Far above this earthly sphere. 
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Evermore in heart and mind, 
Where our peace in Him we find, 
To our own eternal Friend, 
Thitherward let us ascend. 

Arthur Phnrhyn Stanley. 

FROM ** CHRISTMAS-EVE." 

EARTH breaks up, time drops away. 
In flows heaven, with its new day 
Of endless life, when He who trod, 
Very Man and very God, 
This earth in weakness, shame, and pain. 
Dying the death whose signs remain 
Up yonder on the accurst tree, — 
Shall come again, no more to be 
Of captivity the thrall. 
But the one God, All in all, 
King of kings. Lord of lords, 
As His servant John received the words, 
** I died, and live forevermore ! " 

Robert Browning. 



LEGEND OF EASTER EGGS. 

'^^RINITY bells with their hollow lungs, 
-*- And their vibrant lips and their brazen tongues, 
Over the roofs of the city pour 
Their Easter music with joyous roar, 
Till the soaring notes to the sun are rolled, 
As he swings along in his path of gold. 

24 
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" Dearest papa," says my boy to me, 
As he merrily climbs on his mother's knee, 
" Why are these eggs that you see me hold 
Colored so finely with blue and gold ? 
And what is the wonderful bird that lays 
Such beautiful eggs on Easter days ? '* 

"You have heard, my boy, of the Man who died, 

Crowned with keen thorns and crucified ; 

And how Joseph the wealthy — whom God reward 

Cared for the corpse of the martyred Lord, 

And piously tombed it within the rock. 

And closed the gate with a mighty block. 

" Now, close by the tomb a fair tree grew. 
With pendulous leaves and blossoms of blue ; 
And deep in the green tree's shadowy breast 
A beautiful singing-bird sat on her nest, 
Which was bordered with mosses like malachite. 
And held four eggs of an ivory white. 

" Now when the bird from her dim recess 
Beheld the Lord in His burial dress, 
And looked on the heavenly face so pale, 
And the dear feet pierced with the cruel nail. 
Her heart nigh broke with a sudden pang. 
And out of the depths of her sorrow she sang. 

** All night long till the moon was up, 

She sat and sang in her moss-wreathed cup, — 

A song of sorrow as wild and shrill 
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As the homeless wind when it roams the hill, — 

So full of fears, so loud and long, 

That the grief of the world seemed turned to song. 



" But soon there came through the weeping night 

A glimmering angel clothed in white ; 

And he rolled the stone from the tomb away, 

Where the Lord of the earth and heavens lay ; 

And Christ arose in the cavern's gloom, 

And in living lustre came from the tomb. 

*' Now the bird that sat in the heart of the tree 
Beheld this celestial mystery ; 
And its heart was filled with sweet delight. 
And it poured a song on the throbbing night ; 
Notes climbed on notes, till higher, higher, 
They shot to heaven like spears of fire. 

" When the glittering, white-robed angel heard 
The sorrowing song of the grieving bird. 
And heard the following chant of mirth, 
That hailed Christ risen again on earth, 
He said, * Sweet bird, be forever blest — 
Thyself, thy eggs, and thy moss- wreathed nest ! ' 



** And ever, my child, since that blessed night, 
When death bowed down the Lord of Light, 
The eggs of that sweet bird change their hue, 
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And burn with red and gold and blue ; 
Reminding mankind, in their simple way, 
Of the holy marvel of Easter day." 

Fitz-James O'Brien. 



THE EASTER LOAVES. 

' [It was formerly a custom at Twickenham to throw penny loaves to 
the poor children, from the steeple, on Thursday in Easter Week ] 

ALL around the Twickenham steeple 
Was gathered a crowd of waiting people, 
Watching the window, whence came out 
The lad who scattered the loaves about, — 

Mothers a few, and children many, 

For each of the loaves was worth a penny. 

Once in the year, you see, at least. 

The Twickenham poor were given a feast ! 

Not much of a feast, perhaps you think — 

You, who have plenty to eat and drink, — 

But enough good bread was a feast to the people 

Who gathered so close about Twickenham steeple. 

Out stepped the lad, and the loaves fell fast, 
Till all were scattered, the very last, 
And each a home in an apron found, 
Almost before it had touched the ground. 
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Merry laughter and joyous shout 

From the scrambling girls and boys rang out ; 

But, as the last loaf touched the earth, 

A sound of sobbing broke through the mirth. 

" It's little Polly ! " a voice cried out ; 
** Whatever can she have been about ? 
She has n't a single loaf — instead 
She 's a thump from one aside of her head ! 

" Here, child, take mine — see, it 's brave and fat! 
I 'm poor, but I 'm not so poor as that ! 
Your granny 's blind, and not fit to do — 
Look here, if some of 'em ain't grabbed two ! 

" You greedy things — hold your apron, child ; 
Now, then, there '11 some of this bread be spiled — 
Oh yes, there will, and you need n't stare — 
If little Polly don't get her share ! " 

" You need n't call names," cried the " grabbers " of 

two ; 
** You talk as if we all of us knew ! 
How could we see that the child got none ? 
Here, Polly, we 're well content with one." 

" I don't need mine ! " " Nor I ! " *• Nor I ! " 
Once more the loaves seemed to fairly fly. 
And the blue check apron, long and wide, 
Was stuffed so full that it came untied. 
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And little Polly, with laughter sweet, 

Faltered her thanks, and with flying feet 

Rushed back to Granny, alone and blind, 

Who said, "Aye, God and His children are kind." 

You must admit that some pleasant people 

Lived in the shadow of Twickenham steeple. 

Margaret Vandegrift. 
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only for coming days, but as a help toward sympathy with others. The 
preparation of three such manuals of soul-life as this and Mrs. Tileston's 
previous books is indeed a gracious and delightful ministry, — a pur- 
veying to humanity's deepest wants. And the service is all the more 
welcome because in all these books theology retires to the background, 
and religion comes to the front." — Christian Register. 

" * Sursum Corda ' is a collection of hymns, many of them familiar 
and full of tender associations, for all who need comfort and strength, 
especially for invalids. The same rare taste and sound judgment which 
made * Quiet Hours' and ' Sunshine in the Soul ' so acceptable has pre- 
sided over the selection, and those who desire to have their faith strength- 
ened, and to cultivate a spirit of submission to the Divine will, cannot 
fail to find cheering and comforting help in these beautiful poetic gems 
culled from all ages." — Providence Jonrnal, 
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Favorite Hymns selected by the Editor of ** Quiet Hours,*' 
" Sursum Corda," " The Wisdom Series:" i8mo, cloth, red 
edges. Price $i.oo. 

From the Church Union. 

"This is a collection-of more than two hundred hymns, all devotional, 
most of them familiar, being taken from current hymn-books of various 
religious orders, and wisely discriminated. Watts, Wesley, Doddridge, 
Baxter, and Cowper will live while the English tongue is spoken ; and 
when tliat has perished, perchance the spirit which animated these beau- 
tiful hymns will survive, ever increasing in delightful harmony through 
endless ages." 

From the Inier~Oc*an» 

" The author selects in this little volume some of the favorite hymns 
such as our mothers and grandmothers have loved and sung, as well as 
some of the more modem favorites, the object being to gather these old 
favorites into one small volume, suitable for the sick room or the quiet 
hours of test. Many of them are grand and beautiful, and the world will 
be many hundred years older before the lips of men will sing any songs 
breathing more fervent devotion, or express in sweeter notes the worship of 
the soul. The author arranges them under the heads : ' Morning and 
Evening ; * * The Glory of the Lord ; ' * Fervent in Spirit : * ' Serving the 
Lord;* » Rejoicing in Hope ; ' * Patient in Tribulation;' * Trust in the 
Lord ; ' * The Good Shepherd ; » ' Within the Veil,* &c 

From The Churchman. 

** * The Blessed Life * is a volume of favorite hymns, selected by the 
editor of 'Quiet Hours* and ' Sursum Corda.' With a single excep- 
tion, namely, Whittier's poem of * The Eternal Goodness,' it is made up 
of selections from h3rmn-books prepared for worship, and contains, there- 
fore, only such hymns as have been pronounced good by others besides 
the editor. It represents the best of those which have been judged better 
than ordinary.** 
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